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The greatest |)art of the chapter on “Sight in 
Savages ” appeared originally in LouijnuiuK Mmja- 
; the chapter entitled “The Plains of 
Patagonia ” is rcj)rinteil, with but little altei’ation, 
from Tha Vii'irorml h'rrieH'. Of tbo other twelve 
chapters contained in this work, six arc; based on 
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OIIAPTUR I. 

AT LAST, r,VTA(iONMA ! 

The wind had blown a gale all night, and 1 had 
been hourly expecting that the tumbling, storm- 
vexed old steamer, in which F had taken passage to 
the Kio Negro, would iiirn over once for all and 
settle down beneath that tremendous tumult of 
waters. For the groaning sound of its straining 
timbers, and the engine throbbing like an over- 
tasked human heart, had made the shi[) seem a 
living thing to me ; and it was tired of the struggle, 
and under the tumult was peace. But at about 
three o’clock in the morning the wind began to 
moderate, and, taking off coat and boots, I thx’ew 
myself into my bunk for a little sleep. 

Ours, it must bo said, w.as a very curious boat, 
reported ancient and much damaged; long and 
narrow in shape, like a Viking’s ship, with the 
passengers’ cabins ranged like a row of small 
wooden cottages on the deck ; it was as ugly 
to look at as it was said to be unsafe to voyage in. 
To make mattei’S worse our captain, a man over 
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eiglity years old, was lying in liis cabin sick unlo 
death, for, as a faci, lio died not many days after 
our mishap ; our one mate "n^as asleej), leaving 
only the men to navigate the steamer on that 
perilous coast, and in the darkest hour of a tem- 
])eatuous night. 

T was just dropping into a doze when a succes- 
sion of bumps, accompanied by strange grating 
and grinding noises, and shuddering motions of the 
shi}), caused me to start up again and rush to the 
cabin door, 'fhe night was still black and starless, 
with wind and rain, but for acres round us the sea 
was whiter than milk. 1 did not step out; close 
to me, half-Avay between my cabin door and the 
bulwarks, Avlierc our only boat was fastened, three 
of the sifilors were standing together talking in low 
tones. “ We arc lost,” 1 heard one say ; and 
another answer, “ Ay, lost for ever ! ” J\ist then 
the mate, roused from sleej), came running to 
them. “ Good God, what have you done with the 
steamer!” ho exclaimed sharply; then, dropping 
his voice, he added, “ Lower the boat — quick! ” 

I crept out and stood, unseen by them in the 
obscurity, within five feet of the group. Not a 
thought of the dastardly character of the act they 
were about to engage in — for it was their intention 
to save themselves and leave us to pur fate — 
entered my mind at the time. My only thought 
wjis that at the last moment, when they would be 
unable to prevent it except by knocking me sense- 
less, 1 would spring with them into the boat and 
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save myself, or else poi’ish with them in that awful 
white surf. But one other person, more experienced 
than myself, and whose courage took another and 
better form, was also near and listening. Ho was 
the first engineci’ — a young 1‘niglishman from New- 
castlo-on-Tyiie. Seeing the men making for the 
boat, he slipped out of the engine-room, revolver in 
hand, and secretly followed them; and when the 
mate gave that order, he stepped forward with the 
weapon raised, and said in a quiet but determined 
voice that he would shoot the first man who should 
attempt to obey it. The men slunk away and 
disappeared in the gloom. In a few moments more 
the passengers began streaming out on to the deck 
ill a great state of alarm ; last of all the old cap- 
tain, Avhito and hollow-eyed from his death-bed, 
appeared like a ghost among us. He had not been 
long standing there, with arms folded on his chest, 
issuing no word of command, and paying no atten- 
tion to the agitated questions addressed to him by 
the passengers, when, by some lucky chance, the 
steamer got off the rocks and plunged on for a 
space through the seething, milky surf ; then, very 
suddenly, passed out of it into black and com- 
paratively calm water. For ten or twelve minutes 
she sped rapidly and smoothly on ; then it was 
said that she had ceased to move, that we were 
stuck fast in the sand of the shore, although no 
shore was visible in the intense darkness, and to me 
it seemed that we were still moving swiftly on. 

There was no longer any wind, and through the 

B 2 
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now fasl-broaking clouds ahead of us appeared the 
first welcome signs of dawn. By degrees the dark- 
ness grow less intense ; only just ahead of us thei’e 
still remained something black and unchangeable — 
a portion, as it were, of that pitchy gloom that a 

short 
time 
before 
had 
made 
sea and air 
appear one 
and indis- 
tinguishable; 
but as the light 
increased it 
changed not, 
and at last it 
was seen to be 
a range of low 
hills or dunes of 
sand scarcely a 
stone’s throw from 
the ship’s bows. It 
was true enough 
that we were stuck 
fast in the sand; and although this was a safer 
bed for the steamer than the jagged rocks, the 
position was still a perilous one, and I at once de- 
termined to land. Three other passengers resolved 
to bear me company ; and as the tide had now gone 
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out, and tlie watei’ at the bows was barely Avaist 
deep, we were lowered by means of ro])es into the 
sea, and quickly waded to the shore. 

We were not long in scrambling up the dunes to 
get a sight of the country beyond. At last, Pata- 
gonia ! ITow often had I pictured in imagination, 
Avishing with an intense longing to visit this soli- 
tary wilderness, resting far off in its primitive and 
desolate peace, untouched by man, remote from 
civilization ! There it lay full in sight before me — 
the unmarred desert that Avakes strange feelings 
in us ; the ancient habitation of giants, Avhose foot- 
prints seen on the sea-shore amazed Magellan and 
his men, and Avon for it the name of Patagonia. 
There, too, far away in the interior, Avas tlie place 
called Trapalanda, and the spirit-guarded lake, on 
whose margin rose the battlements of that mysterious 
city, which many have sought and none hav'e found. 

It was not, however, the fascination of old 
legends that drew me, nor the desire of the desert, 
for not until I had seen it, and had tasted its 
flavour, then, and on many subsequent occasions, 
did I know how much its solitude and desolation 
would be to me, Avhat strange knowledge it would 
teach, and how enduring its effect Avould be on my 
spii'it. Not these things, but the passion of the 
ornithologist took me. Many of the winged wan- 
derers with which 1 had been familiar from child- 
hood in La Plata Avere visitors, occasional or 
regular, from this grey wilderness of thorns. In 
some cases they were passengers, seen only Avhen 



6 


Idle Days in Patagonia. 

they stooped to i*cst their wings, or heard far off 
“ wailing their way from cloud to cloud,” impelled 
by that mysterious thought-baflBing faculty, so un- 
like all other phenomena in its manifestations as to 
give it among natural things something of the 
supernatural. Some of these wanderers, more 
especially such as possess only a partial or limited 
migration, I hoped to meet again in Patagonia, 
singing their summer songs, and breeding in their 
summer haunts. It was also my hope to find some 
new species, some bird as beautiful, let us say, as 
the wryneck or whcatcar, and as old on the earth, 
but which had never been named and never 
ever seen by any appreciative human eye. T do 
not know how it is with other ornithologists at the 
time when their enthusiasm is greatest ; of myself 
I can say that my dreams by night were often of 
some new bird, vividly seen ; and such dreams 
were always beautiful to me, and a grief to wake 
from ; yet the di’eam-bird often as not appeared 
in a modest grey colouring, or plain brown, or some 
other equally sober tint. 

From the summit of the saudy ridge we saw before 
us an undulating plain, bounded only by tlie horizon, 
carpeted with short grass, seared by the summer 
suns, and sparsely dotted over with a few sombre- 
leafed bushes. It was a desert that had been a 
desert always, and for that very reason sweet beyond 
all scenes to look upon, its ancient quiet broken 
hj' the occasional call or tAvitter of some small 
bird, while the morning air I inhaled was made 
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delicious with a faint familiar ])ei’fume. Casting my 
eyes down J perceived, growing in the sand at ray 
feet, an evening primrose plant, with at least a score 
of open blossoms on its low Avidc-si)reading bnmches ; 
and this, my favourite flower, both in gardens and 
growing wild, was the sw<'ct perfumer of the wilder- 
ness ! Its subtle fragrance, first and last, has been 
much to me, and has followed me from the Noav 
W orld to the Old, to serve sometimes as a kind 
of second more faithful memory, and to set my 
brains working on a pretty problem, to which I 
shall devote a chapter at the end of this book. 

Our survey concluded, we set out in the direction 
of the Rio Negro. Before (putting the steamer the 
captain had spoken a few words to us. Looking at 
us as though he saw us not, he said that the ship had 
gone ashore somewhere north of the Rio Negro, 
about thirty miles he thought, and tliat we should 
doubtless find some herdsmen’s huts on our way 
thither. No need then to burden ourselves with 
food and drink ! At first we kept close to the dunes 
that bordered the seashore, wading through a 
luxuriant growth of wild liquorice — a pretty plant 
about eighteen inches high, with deep green feathery 
foliage crowned with spikes of pale blue floAvors, 
Borne of the roots Avhich we pulled up from the 
loose sandy soil were over nine feet in length. All 
the apothecaries in the world might have laid in a 
few years’ supply of the drug from the plants we saw 
on that morning. 

To my mind there is nothing in life so delightful 
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as that feeling of relief, of escape, and absolute 
freedom which one experiences in a vast solitude, 
where man has perhaps never been, and has, at any 
rate, left no trace of his existence. It was strong 
and exhilarating in me on that morning ; and I was 
therefore by no means elated when we descried, 
some distance ahead, the low walls of half a dozen 
mud cabins. My fellow-travellers were, however, 
delighted at the discovery, and we hastened on, 
thinking that we were nearer to the settlement than 
we had supposed. But we found the huts un- 
inhabited, the doors broken down, the wells choked 
up and overgrown with wild liquorice plants. 

We learnt subsequently that a few venturesome 
herdsmen had made their homo in this remote spot 
with their families, and that about a year before 
our visit the Indians had swept down on them and 
destroyed the young settlement. Very soon we 
turned our backs on the ruined hovels, my com- 
panions loudly expressing their disappointment, 
while I felt secretly glad that wo were yet to drink 
a little more deeply of the cup of wild nature. 

After walking on some distance we found a narrow 
path leading away southward from the ruined 
village, and, believing that it led direct to the Car- 
men, the old settlement on the Rio Negro, which is 
over twenty miles from the sea, we at once resolved 
to follow it. This path led us wide of the ocean. 
Before noon we lost sight of the low sand-hills on 
our right hand, and as we penetrated further into 
the interior the dark-leafed bushes I have mentioned 
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were more abundant. The dense, stiff, dark-coloured 
foliage of these bushes give them a strange appear- 
ance on the pale sun dried plains, as of black rocks 
of numberless fantastic forms scattered over the 
greyish -yellow ground. No large fowls were seen ; 
small birds wore, however, very abundant, gladden- 
ing the parched wdlderness with their ininstrelsy. 
Most noteworthy among the true songsters were 
the Patagonian mocking bird and four or five 
finches, two of them new to me. Here I first made 
tlie acquaintance of a singular and very pretty bird 
— the red-breasted plant-cutter, a finch too, but 
only in appearance. It is a sedentary bird and sits 
conspicuously on the topmost twig, displaying its 
ruddy under plumage ; occasionally emitting, by 
way of song, notes that resemble the faint bleatings 
of a kid, and, when disturbed, passing from bush to 
bush by a series of jei’ks, the wings producing a 
loud humming sound. Most numerous, and sur- 
passing all others in interest, were the omnipresent 
Dendrocolaptinc bird, or wood-hewers, or tree- 
creepers as they are sometimes called — feeble flyers, 
in uniform sober brown plumage ; restless in their 
habits and locjuacious, with shrill and jjiercing, or 
clear resonant voices. One terrestrial species, with 
a sandy-brown plumage, Upucerthia dumetoria, 
raced along before us on the ground, in appearance 
a stout miniature ibis with very short legs and 
exaggerated beak. Every bush had its little colony 
of brown gleaners, small birds of the genus Synal- 
laxis, moving restlessly about among the leaves. 



10 


Idle Days in Patagonia. 

occcasionally suspending themselves from the twigs 
head downwards, after the manner of tits. From 
the distance at intervals came the piercing cries of 
the cachaloto (llomoriis gutturalis) a much larger 
bird, sounding like bursts of hysterical laughter. 
All these Dendrocolaptine bird# have an inordinate 
passion for building, and their nests are very much 
larger than small birds usually make. Where they 
are abundant the trees and bushes are sometimes 
laden with their enormous fabrics, so that the 
thought is forced on one that these busy little ai’chi- 
tects do assuredly occupy themselves with a vain 
unprofitable labour. It is not only the case that 
many a small bird builds a nest as big as a buzzard’s, 
only to contain half a dozen eggs the size of peas, 
which might very comfortably be hatched in a pill- 
box; but frequently, when the nest has been finished, 
the builder sets about demolishing it to get the 
materials for constructing a second nest. One 
very common species, Anumbius acuticaudatus, 
variously called in the vernacular the thorn-bird, 
the woodman, and the fireAvood-gatherer, sometimes 
makes three nests in the course of a year, each com- 
posed of a good armful of sticks. The woodman’s 
nest is, however, an insignificant structure compared 
with that of the obstreperoi^s cachalote mentioned 
a moment ago. This bird, Avhich is about as large 
as a missel thrush, selects a low thorny bush with 
stout wide-spreading branches, and in the centre of 
it builds a domed nest of sticks, perfectly spherical 
and four or five feet deep. The ojiening is at the 
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side near the fop, and leading to it thci’c is a narrow 
arched gallery resting on a horizontal branch, and 
about fourteen inches long. So compactly made is 
this enormous nest that J have found it hard to 
break one up. T have also stood upright on the 
dome and stamped on it with my boots without 
injuring it at all. During my stay in Patagonia T 
found about a dozen of ihese palatial nests ; and 
my opinion is that like our own houses, or, rather, 
our public buildings, and some ant-hills, and the 
vizcacha’s village burrows, and the beaver’s dam, it 
is made to last for ever. 

The only mammal wo saw was a small armadillo, 
Dasypus minutus ; it was (luito common, and eai’ly 
in the day, when we were, still fresh and full of 
spirits, we amused ourselves by chasing them. AVe 
captured several, and ouo of my companions, an 
Italian, killed two and slung them over his shoulder, 
remarking that wo could cook and eat them if we 
grew hungry before reacl\ing our destination. AVe 
were not much troubled with hunger, but towards 
noon we began to suffer somewhat from thirst. At 
midday Ave saw before us a low level plain, covered 
with long coarse grass of a dull yellowish-gresen 
colour. Here we hoped to find water, and befo're 
long we descried the white gleam of a lagoon, as we 
imagined, but on a nearer inspection’ the white- 
ness or appearance of water turned out to be only 
a salt efflorescence on a barren patch of ground. 
On this low plain it was excessively sultry ; not a 
bush could be found to shelter us from the sun : all 
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was a inonotoiioiis desert of coarse yellowisli grass, 
out of whicli rose, as Ave advanced, multitudes of 
mosquitoes, trumpeting a shrill derisive welcome. 
The glory of the morning that had so enchanted us 
at the outset had died out of nature, and the scene 
Avas almost hateful to look on. We were getting 
tired, too, but the heat and our thirst, and the 
intolerable Jo Jim, of the raA^enous mosquitoes 
Avould not suffer us to A*est. 

Ill this desolate spot T discovered one object of 
interest in a singular little bird, of slender form 
and pale yellowish-brown colour. Torched on a 
stem above the grass it gave utterance at regular 
intervals to a clear, long, plaintive whistle, audible 
nearly a quarter of a mile away ; and this one 
unmodulated note was its only song or call. When 
any attempt to approach it was made it would drop 
down into the grass, and conceal itself Avith a 
shyness very unusual in a desert place where small 
birds have never been persecuted by man. It might 
have been a AAU’eu, or tree-ercep(U', oi' reed-finch, or 
pipit; I could not tell, so jealously did it hide all 
its pretty secrets from me. 

The sight of a group of sjxnd-hills, some two or 
three miles to our right, tempted us to turn aside 
from the uarroAV path we had followed for upwards 
of six hours : from the sxrmmit of these hills we 
hoped to be able to disco Amr the end of our journey. 
On approaching the group we found that it formed 
part of a range stretching south and north as far as 
the eye could see. Ooncluding that Ave Avero now 
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close to the sea once more, we a^reotl that our best 
])lan would be, after taking a refreshing l)ath, to 
follow the beach on to the mouth of the Rio Negro, 
where there was a pilot’s house. An hour’s walk 
brought us to the hill. Climbing to the top, what 
Avas our dismay at beholding not the o])cn blue 
Atlantic Avo had so confidently expected to see, but 
an ocean of barren yellow sand-hills, extending away 
before us to where earth and heaven mingled in 
azure mist ! I, hoAVCver, had no right to repine 
noAV, as T had set out that morning desirous only of 
drinking from that wild cup, Avhich is both bitter 
and SAveet to the taste. But I was certainly the 
greatest sufferer that day, as 1 had insisted on 
taking my large cloth poncho, and it proved a great 
burden to carry ; then iny feet had become so 
swollen and painful, through wearing hcaA^y riding 
boots, that r Avas at last compelled to pull olf those 
impediments, and to trav'el bartdooted on the hot 
sand and gravel. 

Turning our backs on the hills, avo started, 
Avearily enough, to seek the trail avo had abandoned, 
directing our course so as to strike it throe or four 
miles in advance of the point where we had turned 
aside. Escaping from the long grass we again 
found gravelly, undulating plains, with scattered 
dark-leafed bushes, and ti’oops of little singing and 
trilling birds. Armadilloes were also seen, but now 
they scuttled across our path with impunity, for Ave 
had no inclination to chase them. It Avas near 
sunset when we struck the ])ath again ; but although 
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we had now been over twelve hours walking in the 
heat, without tasting food or water, we still 
struggled on. Only when it grew dark, and a 
sudden cold wind sprang up from the sea, making 
us feel stiff and sore, did we finally come to a halt. 
A¥ood was abundant, and we made a large fire, and 
the Italian roasted the two armadilloos he had 
]>atient]y been carrying all day. They smelt very 
tempting when done ; but I feared that the fat 
luscious meat would only increase the torturing 
tliirst [ suffered, and so while the others picked the 
bones 1 solaced myself with a pipe, sitting in 
pensive silence by the fire. Supp(;r done, wo 
stretched ourselves out by the fire, with nothing 
but my large poncho over las, and despite the hard- 
ness of our bod and the cold ■wind blowing over us, 
wo succeeded in getting some refreshing sleep. 

At three o’clock in the morning wo were up and 
on our way again, di'owsy and footsore, but 
fortunately feeling less thirsty than on the previous 
day. When we had been walking half an hour 
there was a welcome indication of the approach of 
day — not in the sky, where the stars were still 
sparkling with midnight brilliancy, bxit far in 
advance of us a little bu’d broke out into a song 
marvellously sweet and clear. The song was re- 
peated at short intervals, and by-and-by it was 
taken up by other voices, until from every bush 
came such soft delicious strains that I was glad of 
all I had gone through in my long walk, since it had 
enabled me to hear this exquisite melody of the 
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desert. This early morning singoi- is a charming 
grey and white finch, the Diuca minor, very com- 
mon in Patagonia, and the finest voiced of all the 
fringillino birds found there ; and that is saying 
a groat deal. 'Che diucas were sure prophets : 
before long the first pale stroahs of light appeared 
in the oast, but when the light grew we looked in 
vain for the long-wished river. The sun rose on the 
same gi’eat undulating plain, with its scattered 
sombre bushes and carpet of sere grass — that 
ragged carpet showing beneath it the barren sand 
and gravelly soil from which it draws its scanty 
subsistonee. 

For upwai'ds of six hours we trudged doggedly on 
over this desert plain, suffering much from thirst 
and fatigue, but not daring to give ourselves rest. 
At length the aspect of the country began to 
change : we were approachiiig the river settlement. 
The scanty grass grew scantier, and the scrubby 
bushes looked us if tliej’ had been browsed on ; our 
narroAV path was also crossed at all angles by cattle 
tracts, and grew fainter as we proceeded, and 
finally disappeared altogether. A herd of cattle, 
slowly winding their way in long trains towards the 
open country, was then seen. Here, too, a pretty 
little tree called chana (Curliaca decorticans), began 
to get common, groAviug singly or in small groups. 
It was about ten to sixteen feet high, very graceful, 
Avith smooth polished green bole, and pale grey- 
green mimosa foliage. It bears a golden fruit as 
big as a cherry, with a peculiar delightful flavour. 



1 6 Tc^lc Days in Patayonia. 

bxit it wiis not yet ibo season fov ripe fruits, and its 
brandies \v('re laden only with the great nests of 
the industrious woodman. Though it was now the 
end of December and past the egg season, in my 






craving for a drop of 
, moisture [ began to 
j)ulldown and demolish 
,,, • tlie nests — no light 

^ task, considering how 

largo and compactly made 

Chaiiar troe^. J I'owarded 

for my pains by finding three little pearly-white 
eggs, and, feeling grateful for small mercies, J 
quickly broke them on ray parched tongue. 

Half an hour later, about eleven o’clock, as we 


Chanar tree.^. 



At Last, Patagonia ! 


17 


slowly dragged on, a mounted man appeared driv- 
ing a small troop of liorses towards the river. We 
hailed him, and he rode up to us, and informed us 
that wo were only about a mile from the river, and 
after hearing our story he proceeded to catch 
horses for us to ride. Springing on to their bare 
backs we followed him at a swinging gallop over 
that last happy mile of our long journey. 

We came very suddenly to the end, for on 
emerging from the thickets of dwarf thorn trees 
through which Ave had ridden in single file the 
magnificent Eio Negro lay before us. Never river 
seemed fairer to look ui)on: broader than the 
Thames at Westminster, and e.xtending away on 
either hand until it melted and was lost in the blue 
horizon, its low shores clothed in all the glory of 
groves and fruit orchards and vineyards and fields 
of ripening maize. B’ar out in the middle of the swift 
blue current floated flocks of black-nocked SAvans, 
their white plumage shining like foam in the sun- 
light ; while just beneath ns, scarcely a stone’s 
throw off, stood the thatched farmhouse of our 
conductor, the smoke curling up peacefully from the 
kitchen chimney. A grove of large old cherry trees, 
in which the house was emboAvered, added to the 
charm of the picture; and as we rode down to the 
gate we noticed the fully ripe cherries glowing like 
live coals amid the deep green foliage. 



CHAPTER Tl. 


HOW I BUCAME AN IDLER. 

If things had gone well with me, if I had spent 
my twelve months on the Rio Negro, as T had meant 
to do, watching and listening to the birds of that 
district, these desultory chapters, Avhich might be 
described as a record of what I did not do, would 
never have been Avritten. For T should have been 
wholly occupied with my special task, moving in a 
groove too full of delights to allow of its being left, 
even for an occasional run and taste of liberty ; and 
seeing one class of objects too well would have made 
all others look distant, obscure, and of little interest. 
But it was not to bo as I had planned it. An acci- 
dent, to be described by-and-by, disabled me for a 
period, and the Aviiiged people could no longer be 
followed with secret stops to their haunts, and their 
actions watched through a leafy screen. Lying 
helpless on my back through the long sultry mid- 
summer days, with the white-washed walls of my 
room for landscape and horizon, and a score or two 
of buzzing house-flies, perpetually engaged in their 
intricate airy dance, for only company, I was forced 
to think on a great variety of subjects, and to 
occupy my mind with other problems than that of 
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migration. Tlic.se other problems, too, were in 
many ways like the flies that shai'ed my apartment, 
and yet always remained strangers to me, as I to 
them, since between their minds and mine a great 
gulf was fixed. Small unpainful riddles of the 
earth ; flitting, sylpli-lik(' things, that began life as 
abstractions, and developed, like imago from mag- 
got, into entities : I always flitting among them, as 
they performed their mazy dance, whirling in circles, 
falling and rising, ])oised mot ionless, then suddenly 
cannoning against me foi- an instant, mocking toy 
power to grasp them, and darting off again at a 
tangent. Baffled I would drop out of the game, 
like a tired fly that goes back to his pei’ch, but like 
tlie resting, re.stive fly I would soon turn towards 
them again ; perhaps to .see them all wheeling in a 
closer order, desci’ibing new fantastic figures, with 
swifter motions, their forms turned to thin black 
linos, crossing and rccrossing in every direction, as 
if they had all combined to write a series of .strange 
characters in the a.ir, all forming a strange sentence 
— the secret of secrets ! Happily for the progress 
of knowledge only a very few of these fascinating 
elusive insects of the brain can appear before us at 
the same time ; as a rule we fix our attention on a 
single individual, like a falcon amid a flight of 
pigeons or a countless army of small field finches ; 
or a dragon-fly in tlie tliick of a cloud of mos- 
quitoes, or infinitesimal sand-flies. Hawk and 
dragon-fly would starve if they tried to capture, or 
even regarded, more than one at a time. 

o 2 
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] caught iiotliiiig, and found out nothing ; never- 
theless, tliosc days of enforced idleness were not 
unhappy. And after leaving niy room, hobbling 
round with the aid of a stout stick, and sitting in 
houses, I consorted with men and women, and 
listened day by day to the story of their small 
nn-avian afFairs, until it began to interest me. But 
not too keenly. T could always quit them without 
regret to lie on the green sward, to gaze up into the 
trees or the blue sky, and speevdale on all imagi- 
nable things. The result was that when no longer 
any excuse for inaction existed use had bred a habit 
in me — the habit of indolence, which was quite 
common among the people of Patagonia, and ap- 
peared to suit the genial climate ; and this habit 
and temper of mind I retained, with occasional 
slight relapses, during the whole period of ray 
stay. 

Our waking life is sometimes like a dream, which 
proceeds logically enough until the stimulus of 
some new sensation, from without or within, throws 
it into temporary confusion, or suspends its 
action ; after which it goes on again, but with fresh 
characters, passions, and motives, and a changed 
argument. 

After feasting on cherries, and resting at the 
estancia, or farm, where we first touched the shore, 
we went on to the small town of El Carmen, which 
has existed since the last century, and is built on 
the side of a hill, or bluff, facing the river. On the 



How I becavic an Idler. 


21 


opposite shore, where there is Jio cliff nor high bank, 
and tlie low level green valley extends back four or 
five miles to the grey barren uplands, there is 
another small town called La Merced. In those 
two settlements 1 spent about a fortnight, and 
then, in company with a young Englishman, who 
had been one or two years in the colony, T started 
for an eighty miles’ ride up the river. Half way to 
our destination we put up at a small log hut, which 
my companion had himself built a y()ar before ; but 
finding, too late, that the ground would produce 
nothing, he had lately abandoned it, leaving his 
tools and otlnu’ belongings locked up in the 
place. 

A curious home and repository was this same 
little rude cabin. The interior was just roomy 
enough to enable a man of my height (six feet) to 
stand upright and swing a cat in Avithout knocking 
out its brains against the upright j-ough-barked 
willow-posts that made the walls. Yet within this 
limited space was gathei*ed a store of weapons, 
tackle, and tools, sufficient to have enabled a small 
colony of men to fight the wilderness and found a 
city of the future. My friend had an ingenious 
mind and an amateur’s knowledge of a variety of 
handicrafts. The way to make him happy was to 
tell him that you liad injured something made of 
iron or brass — a gun-lock, watch, or anything com- 
plicated. His eyes would shine, he would rub his 
hands and be all eagerness to got at the new patient 
to try his surgical skill on him. Now he had to 
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give two or tliroo diiys to all these wood and metal 
friends of his, to give a fresh edge to his chisels, 
and play the dentist to his saws ; to spread them 
all out and count and stroke them lovingly, as a 
breeder pats his beasties, and feed and anoint 
them with oil to make tliem shine and look glad. 
This was preliminary to the packing for transporta- 
■ tion, which was also a rather slow process. 

Leaving my friend at his delightful task I 
rambled .about the neighbourhood taking stock of 
the birds. It was a dreary and desolate spot, with 
a few old gaunt and half-dead red willows for only 
trees. The reeds and rushes standing in the bhack 
stagnant pools were yellow and dead; and dead 
also were the tussocks of coarse tow-coloured grass, 
while the soil beneath was white as ashes and 
cracked everywhere with the hot suns and long 
drought. Only the river close by was always cool 
and green and beautiful. 

At length, one hot afternoon, wo were sitting on 
our rugs on the clay floor of the hut, talking of our 
journey on the morrow, and of the better fare and 
other delights wo should find at the end of the day 
at the house of an English settler we were going to 
visit. While talking I took up his revolver to 
examine it for the first time, and ho had just begun 
to tell mo that it w.as a revolver with a peculiar 
character of its own, and with idiosyncrasies, one 
of which was that the slightest touch, or even 
vibratioti of the air, would cause it to go off when 
on the cock — he was just telling me this, when off 
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it went with a terrible bang and sent a conical 
buliet into my left knee, an inch or so beneath the 
knee-cap. The pain was not much, the sensation 
resembling that caused by a smart blow on the 
knee ; but on attempting to get up I fell back. I 
could not stand. Then the blood began to flow in 
a thin but continuous stream from the round sym- 
metrical bore which seemed to go straight into the 
bone of tho joint, and nothing that we could do 
would serve to stop it. Here we were in a pretty 
fix! Thirty- six miles from the settlement, and 
with no conveyance that my friend could think of 
except a cart at a house several miles up the river, 
but on tho wrong side ! Ho, however, in his anxiety 
to do something, imagined, or hoped, that by some 
moans the cart might be got over the river, and 
so, after thoughtfully putting a can of water by 
ray side, he left me lying on my saddle-rugs, and, 
after fastening the door on the outside to prevent 
the intrusion of unwelcome prowlers, he mounted 
his horse and rode away. He had promised that, 
with or without some wheeled thing, ho would be 
back not long after dark. But he did not return all 
night ; he had found a boat and boatman to trans- 
port him to the other side only to learn that his plan 
was impracticable, and then returning with the dis- 
appointing tidings, found no boat to recross, and so 
in the end was obliged to tie his horse to a bush and 
lie down to wait for morning. 

Por me night came only too soon. I had no 
candle, and the closed, windowless cabin was in- 
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tensely dark. My wounded legliad become inflamed 
and pained a groat deal, but ibe bleeding continued 
until the handkerchiefs we had bound round it were 
saturated. 1 was fully dressed, and as the night 
grew chilly I pulled my big cloth poncho, that had a 
soft flulTy lining, over me for warmth. 1 soon gave 
up expecting my friend, and knew that there would 
bo no relief until morning. But I could neither 
doze nor think, and could only listen. From my 
experience during those black anxious hours T. can 
imagine how much the sense of hearing must be to 
the blind and to animals that exist in dark caves. 
At length, about midnight, T was startled by a 
slight curious soiind in the intense silence and dark- 
ness. It was iir the cabin and close to me. I 
thought at first it was like the sound made by a 
rope drawn slowly over the clay floor. 1 lighted a 
wax match, but the sound had ceased, and T saAV 
nothing. After awhile I heard it again, but it now 
seemed to be out of doors and going round the hut, 
and I paid little attention to it. It soon ceased, 
and I heard it no more. So silent and dark was it 
thereafter that the hut I reposed in might have 
been a roomy cofiin in which I had been buried 
a hundred feet beneath the surface of the earth. Yet 
I was no longer alone, if I had only known it, but 
had now a messmate and bedfellow who had subtly 
crept in to share the warmth of the cloak and of my 
person — one with a broad arrow-shaped head, set 
with round lidless eyes like polished yellow pebbles, 
and a long smooth limbless body, strangely seg- 
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meiittHl and vaguely wiitteii all over with mystic 
characters in some dusky tint on an indeterminate 
greyish -tawny ground. 

At length, about half-past three to four o’clock, 
a most welcome sound was heai’d — the familiar 
twittering of a pair of scissor-tail tyrant birds from 
a neighbouring willow-tree ; and after an interval, 
the dreamy, softly rising and falling, throaty 
warblings of the whito-rumped swallow. A loved 
and beautiful bird is this, that utters his early song 
circling round and round in the dusky air, when the 
stars begin to pale ; and his song, perhaps, seems 
sweeter than all others, because it corresponds in 
time to that rise in the temperature and swifter flow 
of the blood — the inward resurrection experienced 
on each morning of our individual life. Next in 
order the red-billed finches begin to sing — a curious, 
gobbling, impetuous performance, more like a cry 
than a song. These arc pretty reed birds, olive- 
green, buff-breasted, with long tails and bright rod 
beaks. The intervals between their spasmodic 
bursts of sound were filled up with the fine frail 
melody of the small brown and grey crested song- 
sparrows. Last of all was heard the long, leisurely- 
uttered chanting cry of the brown carrion-hawk, as 
he flew past, and I know that the morning was 
beautiful in the cast. Little by little the light began 
to appear through the crevices, faint at first, like 
faintly-traced pallid lines on a black ground, then 
brighter and broader until I, too, had a dim twilight 
in the cabin. 
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Not until the sun was an hour up did my friend 
retui'n to me io find me hopeful still, and with all 
my faculties about me, but unable to move without 
assistance. Putting his arms around me he helped 
me up, and just as I had got erect on ray sound leg, 
leaning heavily on him, out from beneath the 
poncho lying at my feet glided a large serpent of 
a venomous kind, the Craspedocephalus alternatus, 
called in the veimaoular the serpent with a cross. 
TTad my friend’s arms not been occupied with sus- 
taining me he, no doubt, would have attacked it with 
the first wea])on that offered, and in all probability 



Serpent with a Cross. 

killed it, with the result that I should have suffered 
from a kind of vicarious remorse ever aftoi\ For- 
tunately it was not long in drawing its coils out of 
sight and danger into a hole in the wall. My 
hospitality had been unconscious, nor, until that 
moment, had I known that something had touched 
me, and that virtue had gone out from me ; but I 
rejoice to think that the secret deadly creature, 
after lying all night with me, warming its chilly 
blood with my warmth, went back unbruised to its 
den. 
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Hpedkiug of this sorpout vvitli u strange name, 1 
recall the fact that Darwin made its acquaintance 
(luring his Patagonian rambles about sixty years 
ago ; and in describing its fierce and hideous aspect, 
remarks, “ 1 do hot think T ever saw anything more 
ugly, excepting, perhaps, some of the vampire bats.” 
He speaks of the great breadth of the jaws at the 
base, the triangular snout, and the linear pupil in the 
midst of the mottled coppery iris, and suggests that 
its ugly and horrible appearance is due to the re- 
semblance of its face, in its shape, to the human 
countenance. 

This idea of the ugliness or repnlsivcness of an 
inferior animal, duo to its resemblance to man in 
face, is not, T believe, uncommon ; and I suppose 
that the reason that would be given for the feeling 
is that an animal of that kind looks like a vile copy 
of ourselves, or like a parody maliciously designed 
to mock us. It is an erroneous idea, or, at all 
events, is only a half-truth, as we recognize at once 
when we look at animals that are more or less 
human-like in countenance, and yet cause no repul- 
sion. Seals may be mentioned — the mermaids and 
mermen of the old mariners ; also the sloth with 
its round simple face, to which its human shape im- 
parts a somewhat comical and pathetic look. Many 
monkeys seem ugly to us, but we think the lemurs 
beautiful, and greatly admire the marmosets, those 
hairy manikins with sprightly, bird-like eyes. And 
yet it is true that there is something human in the 
faces of this and perhaps of other pit- vipers, and of 
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some vfimpire bats, as Darvviii remarks ; and that 
the horror- tliey excite in us is due to this resem- 
blance ; what he failed to see was that it is the ex- 
pression rather than the shape that horrifies. For 
in these creatures it simulates such expressions as 
excite fear and abhorrence in our own species, or 
pity so intense as to be painful — ferocity, stealthy, 
watchful malignity, a set look of anguish or des- 
pair, or some dreadful form of insanity. Someone 
has well and wisely said that there is no ugliness in 
us except the expression of evil thoughts and 
passions ; for these do most assuredly write them- 
selves on the countenance. Looking at a serpent of 
this kind, and I have looked at many a one, the 
fancy is born in me that I am regarding what was 
once a fellow-being, perhaps one of those cruel 
desperate wretches I have encountered on the out- 
skirts of civilization, who for his crimes has been 
changed into the serpent form, and cursed with 
immortality. 

As a rule the deceptive resemblances and self- 
plagiarisms of nature, when we light by chance on 
them, give us only pleasure, heightened by wonder 
or a sense of mystery ; but the case of this serpent 
forms an exception : in spite of the tenderness T 
cherish towards the entire ophidian race, the sensa- 
tion is not agreeable. 

To return. My friend made a fire to boil water, 
and after we had had some breakfast, he galloped 
off once more in a new direction ; he had at last re- 
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mcmbered that on our side of the river there lived 
a settler who owned a bullock-cart, and to him he 
went. About ten o’clock ho returned, and was 
shortly followed by the man with his lumbering 
cart drawn by a couple of bullocks. In this convey- 
ance, sulfcring much from the heat and dust and 
joltings on the rough hard road, I was carried back 
to the settlement. Oxen travel slowly, and we were 
on the road all day and all night, and only reached 
our destination when the eastern sky had begun to 
grow bright, and the swallows from a thousand 
roosting-placcs Avcrc rising in wide circles into 
the still, dusky air, making it vocal with their 
warblings. 

My miserable journey ended at the Mission 
House of the South American Missionary Society, 
in the village on the south bank of the river, 
facing the old town ; and the change from the 
jolting cart to a comfortable bed was an un- 
speakable relief, and soon induced refreshing sleep. 
Later in the day, on awakening, I found myself in 
the hands of a gentleman who was a skilful surgeon 
as well as a divine, one who had extracted more 
bullets and mended broken bones than most sur- 
geons who do not practise on battle-fields. My 
bullet, however, refused to be extracted, or even 
found in its hiding-ijlace, and every morning for a 
fortnight I had a bad quarter of an hour, when my 
host would present himself in my room with a quiet 
smile on his lips and holding in his hands a bundle 
of probes — oh, those pi’obes ! — of all forms, sizes, 
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and materials — wood, ivory, steel, and gutta-percha. 
These painful moments over, with no result except 
the re-opening of a wound that wished to heal, 
there would be nothing more for me to do but to 
lie watching tbe flies, as I have said, and dreaming. 

To conclude this vari-coloured chapter, I may here 
remark that some of the happiest moments of my life 
have been occasioned by those very circumstances 
which one would imagine would have made me most 
unhappy — by grave accidents, and sickness, which 
have disabled and cast me a burden upon strangers ; 
and by adversity, — 

Wliicli, like a toail, ugly nnd veiunuous, 

Yoi wears a precious jewel iu its IknwI. 

Familiar words, but liei’c newly interpreted ; for 
this jewel which I have found — man’s love for man, 
and the law of helpful kindness written in the heart 
— is worthy to bo prized above all our possessions, 
and is most beautiful, outshining the lapidary’s 
gems, and of so sovereign a virtue that cynicism 
itself grows mute and ashamed in its light. 



CHAPTER III. 


VALLEY OF THE BLACK IJIVER. 

Still a lingerer in the hospitable shade of the 
Mission House, luy chief pleasure during the early 
days of February was in observing the autumnal 
muster of the purple swallows — Prognc furcata — a 
species which was abundant at this point, breeding 
in the cliffs overhanging the river; also, like so 
many other swallows in all places, under the caves 
of houses. It is a large, beautiful bird, its whole 
upper plumage of a rich, glossy, deep purple hue, 
its under surface black. JVo such large swallows 
as this, with other members of its genus, arc known 
in tho Old World; and a visitor from Europe would 
probably, on first seeing one of these birds, mistake 
it for a swift; but it has not got the narrow, 
scythe-shaped wings of the sivift, nor does it rush 
through the air in tho swift’s mad way; ou the 
contrary, its flight is much calmer, with fewer quick 
doublings than that of other swallows. It also 
differs from most members of its family in possess- 
ing a set song of several modulated notes, which 
are occasionally warbled in a leisurely manner as 
the bird soars high in the air: as a melodist it 
should rank high among the hirundines. 
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The trees of the Mission House proved very 
attractive to tliese birds ; the tall Lombardy poplars 
wore specially favoured, which seems strange, for in 
a high wind (and it was very windy just then) the 
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Swallows congregating. 

slim unresting tree forms as bad a perching- 
place as a bird could well settle on. Neverthe- 
less, to the poplars they would come when the wind 
was most violent ; first hovering or wheeling about in 
an immense flock, then, as occasion offered, dropping 
down, a few at a time, to cling, like roosting 
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locusts, to tlie tliiu vertical branches, clustering 
thicker and thicker until the high trees looked 
black with them ; then a, mightier gust would 
smite and sway the tall tops down, and the swal- 
lows, blown from their insecure perch, would rise 
in a pnrple cloud to scatter chattering all over the 
windy heavens, only to return and congregate, 
hovering and clinging as before. 

Lying on the grass, close to the river bank, I 
would Avatch them by the hour, noting their unrest 
and indecision, the strangeness and wild spirit that 
made the wind and vexed poplars congenial to 
them ; for something new and strange had come to 
trouble them — the subtle breath 

Tliat ill a powerful lan^niage, felt, not heard, 

Instructs the fowls of heaven. 

But as to the character of that breath I vainly 
questioned Nature, — she being the only woman who 
can keep a secret, eAmn from a lover. 

Rain came at last, and fell continuously during 
an entire night. Next morning (February 14th) 
when I went out and looked up at the sky, covered 
with grey hurrying clouds, I saw a flock of forty or 
fifty large swalloAvs speeding north ; and after these 
I saw no more ; for on that first wet morning, 
before I had risen, the purple cloud had forsaken 
the valley. 

I missed them greatly, and wished that they had 
delayed their going, since it was easier and more 
hopeful to ponder on the mystery of their instinct 

I) 
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when tliey were with mo. That break in tlie tenor 
of their lives •, the enforced change of habits ; the 
conflict between two opposite emotions — the ties of 
place that held them back, seen and guessed in their 
actions, and the voice that called them away, speak- 
ing ever more imperatively, which so wrought in 
them that at moments they were beside themselves — 
noting all this, hearing and seeing it at all hours of 
the day, T seemed to be neai’er to the discovery of 
some hidden truth than when they were no longer 
in sight. But now they were gone, and with their 
departure had vanished my last excuse for resting 
longer inactive — at that spot, at all events. 

I started afresh on my up-nver journey, and paid 
a long visit to an Euglish cstancia about sixty miles 
from the town. I spent much of my time there in 
solitary rambles, tasting once more of the “ sweet 
and bitter cup of wild Nature.” Her colour was 
gi’ey, her mood pensive as winter deepened, and 
there was nothing in the cup to inflame the fancy. 
But it was tonic. My rides were often to the hills, 
or terraced uplands, outside of the level valley ; but 
my description of that grey desolate solitude and 
its effects on me must be reserved for a later 
chapter, when I shall have dropped once for all this 
thread of narrative, slight and loosely held as it is. 
In the present chapter and the succeeding one I 
shall treat of the aspects of nature in the valley 
itself. For I did not remain too long at any one 
point, but during the autumn, winter, and spring 
months I resided at various points, and visited the 
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raoutli of the river and adjacent plains on botli 
sides, tlien went up river again to a distance of 
something over a hundred miles. 

The valley, in this space, does not vary ranch in 
appearance ; it may bo described as the level bed of 
an ancient river, five or six miles wide, cut out in 
the plateau, with the existing river — a swift, deep 
stream, two hundred to three hundred yards broad 
— serpentining along its middle. But it does not 
keep to the middle ; in its windings it approaches 
now the north, now the south, plateau, and at some 
points touches the extreme limits of the valley, and 
even cuts into the bank-like front of tlic high land, 
which forms a sheer cliff above the current, in some 
spots a hundred feet higli. 

The river was certainly miscalled Cusar-leofii, or 
Black River, by the aborigines, tmless the epithet 
referred only to its swiftness and dangerous charac- 
ter ; for it is not black at all in appearance, like its 
Amazonian namesake. The water, which flows from 
the Andes across a continent of stone and gravel, is 
wonderfully pure, in colour a clear sea-green. So 
green does it look to the eye in some lights that 
when dipped up in a glass vessel one marvels to see 
it changed, no longer green, but crystal as dew or 
rain drop. Doubtless man is naturally scientific, 
and finds out why things are not what they seem, 
and gets to the bottom of all mysteries ; but his 
older, deeper, primitive, still persistent nature is 
non-scientific and mythical, and, in spite of reason, 
he wonders at the change ; — it is a miracle, a mani- 

n 2 
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festation of llie intelligent life and ])0\vor that is in 
all things. 

The river has its turbid days, althoiigh few and 
far between. One morning, on going down to the 
water, 1 was astonished to find it no longer the 
lovely hue of the previous evening, but dull rod — 
red with the red earth that some swollen tributary 
hundi’ods of miles to the west had poured into its 
current. This change lasts only a day or two, after 
which the river runs green and pure; again. 

The valley at the end of a long hot windy 
summer had an e.vcessively dry and barren appear- 
ance. The country, T was told, had suffered from 
scarcity of rain for three years : at some points 
even the roots of the dry dead grass had boon blown 
away, and when the tvind was strong a cloud of 
yellow dust hung all day over the valley. In such 
places sheep were dying of starvation : cattle and 
horses fared better, as they went out into the 
uplands to browse on the bushes. The valley soil 
is thin, being principally sand and gravel, with a 
slight admixture of vegetable mould; and its 
m’iginal vegetation was made up of coarse peren- 
nial grasses, herbaceous shrubs and rushes : the 
domestic cattle introduced by the white settlers 
destroyed these slow-growing grasses and plants, 
and, as has happened in most temperate regions of 
the globe colonized by Europeans, the sweet, quick- 
growing, short-lived grasses and clovers of the Old 
World sprang up and occupied the soil. Here, 
however, owing to its poverty, the excessive dry- 
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ness of the climate, and the violence of the winds 
that pi’evail in summer, the now imported vegeta- 
tion has proved but a sorry substitute for the old 
and vanished. It does not grow lai’ge enough to 
retain the scanty moisture, it is too short-lived, 
and the frail quickly-perishing rootlets do not 
bind the earth together, like the tough fibrous 
blanket formed by the old grasses. The heat 
burns it to dust and ashes, the wind blows it away, 
blade and root, and the surface soil with it, in 
many places disclosing the yellow underlying sand 
with all that was buried in it of old. For the 
results of this sti’ipping of the surface has been 
that the sites of numberless villages of the former 
inhabitants of the valley have been brought to 
light. I have visited a dozen such village sites in 
the course of one hour’s walk, so numerous were 
they. Where the village had been a populous one, 
or inhabited for a long period, the ground was a 
perfect bed of chipped stones, and among these 
fragments Avero found arrow-heads, flint knives 
and scrapers, mortars and pestles, large round 
stones with a groove in the middle, pieces of hard 
]>olished stone used as anvils, perforated shells, 
fragments of pottery, and bones of animals. My 
host remarked one day that the valley that year 
had produced nothing but a plentiful crop of arrow- 
heads. The anthropologist could not have wished 
for a more favourable year or for a better crop. I 
collected a largo number of these objects; and 
some three or four hundred arrow-heads which I 
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picked lip are at present, I believe, in the famous 
Pitt-Kivers collection. But I was over careful. 
The finest of my treasures, the most curious and 
beautiful objects I could select, packed apart for 
greater safety, were unfortunately lost in transit — a 
severe blow, which hurt me more than the wound 
I had received on the knee. 

At some of the villages 1 examined, within a few 
yards of the ground where the huts had stood, I 
found deposits of bones of animals that had been 
used as food. These were of the I’hea, huanaco, 
deer, peccary, dolichotis or Patagonian hare, ai'ma- 
dillo, coypii, vizcacha, with others of smaller mam- 
mals and birds. Most numerous among them were 
the bones of the small cavy (Cavia australis), a 
form of the guinea-pig ; and of the tuco-tuco 
(Otenomys magellanica), a small rodent with the 
habits of the mole. 

A most interesting fact was that the arrow- 
heads I picked up in different villages were of 
two widely different kinds — the large and rudely 
fashioned, resembling the Palaeolithic arrow-heads 
of Europe, and the highly-finished, or Neolithic, 
arrow-heads of various forms and sizes, but in 
most specimens an inch and a half to two inches 
long. Here there were the remains of the two 
great periods of the Stone Age, the last of which 
continued down till the discovery and colonization 
of the country by Europeans. The weapons and 
other objects of the latter period were the most 
abundant, and occurred in the valley : the ruder 
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more ancient weapons were found on tlie hill-sides, 
in places where the river cuts into the plateau. 
The site where I picked up the largest number 
had been buried to a depth of seven or eight feet ; 
only where the water after heavy rains had washed 
great masses of sand and gravel away, the arrow- 
heads, with other weapons and implements, had 
been exposed. These deeply-buried settlements 
were doubtless very ancient. 

Coming back to the more modern work, I was 
delighted to find traces of a something like division 
of labour in ditferent villages ; of the individuality 
of the worker, and a distinct artistic or aesthetic 
taste. I was led to this conclusion by the dis- 
covery of a village site where no large round stones, 
knives anti scrapers were found, and no large 
arrow-heads of the usual ty])e. The only arrow- 
heads at this spot were about half an inch long, 
and were probably used only to shoot small birds 
and mammals. Not only were they minute but 
most exquisitely finished, with, a fine serration, 
and, without an exception, made of some beautiful 
stone — crystal, agate, and green, yellow, and horn- 
coloured flint. It was impossible to take half-a- 
dozen of these gems of colour and workmanship 
in the hand and not be impressed at once with 
the idea that beauty had been as much an aim 
to the worker as utility. Along Avith these tine 
arrow-heads I found nothing except one small 
Avell-pointed dagger of red stone, its handle a 
cross, about four inches long, and as slender 
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and almost as well-rounded as an ordinary lead 
pencil. 

When on this quest I sometimes attempted to 
picture to myself something of the outer and inner 
life of the long- vanished inhabitants. The red 
men of to-day may be of the same race and blood, 
the lineal descendants of the workers in stone in 
Patagonia ; but they are without doubt so changed, 
and have lost so much, that their progenitors Avould 
not know them, nor acknowledge them as relations. 
Hero, as in North America, contact with a superior 
race has debased them and ensured their de- 
sti'uction. Some of their wild blood will continue 
to flow in the veins of those who have taken their 
place ; but as a race they will be blotted out from 
earth, as utterly extinct in a few decades as the 
mound-makers of the Mississippi valley, and the 
races that built the forest-grown cities of Yucutan 
and Central America. The men of the past in the 
Patagonian valley were alone with nature, makers 
of their own weapons and self-sustaining, untouched 
by any outside influence, and with no knowledge 
of any world beyond their valley and the adjacent 
uninhabited uplands. And yet, judging even from 
that dim partial glimpse I had had of their vanished 
life, in the weapons and fragments T had picked 
up, it seemed evident that the mind was not wholly 
dormant in them, and that they were slowly pro- 
gressing to a higher condition. 

Beyond that fact I could not go : all efforts to 
know more, or to imagine more, ended in failure, 
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Indian IJarial-placo. 

as all such efforts must end. 

On another occasion, as F 

propose to show in a later chapter, the wished 

Vision of the past came unsought and unexpectedly 



42 


Idle Days in Palagonia. 


to me, and for a wliile T saw nature as the savage sees 
it, and as ho saw it in that stone age I pondered over, 
only without the supernaturalism that has so large 
a place in his mind. By taking thought I am con- 
vinced that wc can make no progress in this direc- 
tion, simply because we cannot voluntarily escape 
from our own personality, our environment, our 
outlook on Nature. 

Not only were my efforts idle, but merely to 
think on the subject sometimes had the effect of 
bringing a shadow, a something of rnelancholy, over 
my mind, the temper which is fatal to investigation, 
causing “all things to droop and languish.” In 
such a mood I would make my way to one of the 
half-a-dozen ancient burial-places existing in the 
neighbourhood of the house 1 Wiis staying at. As a 
preference I would go to the Largest anti most popu- 
lous, whore half an acre of earth was strewn thick 
with crumbling skeletons. Hero by searching 
closely a few ai-row-heads and ornaments, that had 
been interred with the dead, could also be found. 
And here I would sit and walk about on the hot 
barren yellow sand — the faithless sand to which the 
bitter secret had so long ago been vainly entrusted ; 
careful in walking not to touch an exposed skull 
with my foot, although the hoof of the next wild 
thing that passed Avould shatter it to pieces like a 
vessel of fragile glass. The polished intensely white 
siu’faces of such skulls as had been longest exposed 
to the sun reflected the noondaj’^ light so powerfully 
that it almost pained the eyes to look at them. Tn 
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places where they were thickly crowded together, I 
would stop to take them up and examine them, one 
by one, only to put them carefully down again ; 
and sometimes holding one in ray hand, I would pour 
out the yellow sand that filled its cavity ; and 
watching the shining stream as it fell, only the 
vainest of vain thoughts and conjectures were 
mine. 



CHAPTEE IV. 


ASl’KGTS OF TllF VAM.KV, 

To go back foi' a brief space to those Golgotlias that 
I frequently visited in the valley, not as collector 
nor archa3ologist, and in no scientific spirit, but 
only, as it seemed, to indulge in mournful thoughts. 
If by looking into the empty cavity of one of those 
broken unburied skulls T had been able to see, as 
in a magic glass, an image of the world as it once 
existed in the living brain, what should I have seen ? 
Such a question would not and could not, I imagine, 
bo suggested by the sight of a bleached broken 
human skull in any other region ; but in Patagonia 
it does not seem grotesque, nor merely idle, nor 
quite fanciful, like Buffon’s notion of a geometric 
figure impressed on the hive-beo’s brain. On the 
contrary, it strikes one there as natural ; and the 
answer to it is easy, and only one answer is 
possible. 

In the cavity, extending from side to side, there 
would have appeared a band of colour ; its margins 
grey, growing fainter and bluer outwardly, and 
finally fading into nothing ; between the grey edges 
the band would be green ; and along this green 
middle band, not always keeping to the centre, 
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there would appear a simious sliiny line, like a 
serpent with fluttering skin lying at rest on the 
grass. For the river must have been to the .abori- 
ginal inh.abitants of the v.alley the one gre<at central 
unforgettable fact in njiture and man’s life. If as 
nomads or colonists from some cis- or tr.ans- 
Andean country, they had origin.ally brought hither 



traditions, and some super- 
natural system that took its form and colour from a 
different nature, these had been modified, if not wholly 
dissolved and washed away in that swift eternal 
green current, by the side of which they continued 
to dwell from generation to generation, forgetting 
all ancient things. The shining stream was 
always in sight, and when, turning their backs 
on it, they climbed out of the valley, they saw only 
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grey desolation — a desert wlieve life was impossible 
to man — fading into the blue haze of the horizon ; 
and there was nothing beyond it. On that grey strip, 
on the borders of the unknown beyond, they could 
search for tortoises, and hunt a few wild animals, 
and gather a few wild fruits, and hard woods and 
spines for weapons ; and then return to the rivei*, 
as children go back to their mother. All things were 
reflected in its waters, the infinite blue sky, the 
clouds and heavenly bodies ; the trees and tall 
herbage on its banks, and their dark faces ; and 
just as they were mirrored in it, so its current 
was mirrored in their minds. The old man, grown 
blind with ago, from constantly seeing its image 
so bright and persistent, would be unconscious of 
his blindness. It was thus more to him than all 
other objects and forces in nature ; the Inca might 
worship sun and lightning and rainbow ; to the 
inhabitant of the valley the river was more than 
these, the most powerful thing in nature, the most 
beneficent,'[and his chief god. 

I do not know, nor can any one know, whether 
the former dwellers in the valley left any descen- 
dants, any survivors of that age that left some traces 
of a brightening^intellect on its stone work. Pro- 
bably not ; the few Indians now inhabiting the 
valley are most probably modern colonists of another 
family or nation ; yet it did not surprise me to hear 
that some of these half-tame, half-christianized 
savages bad, not long before my visit, sacrificed a 
white bull to the river, slaying it on the bank 
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jiiul casting its warm, bleeding body into tlio 
current. 

Even the Eui'opean colonists have not been nn- 
afFected psychologically by the peculiar conditions 
they live in, and by the river, on Avhich they are 
dependent. When first I became cognizant of this 
feeling, which was very soon, T was disposed to 
laugh a little at the very large [dace the river 
occupied in all men’s minds ; but after a few 
months of life on its banks it was hai’dly less to 
me than to others, and T experienced a kind 
of shame when T recalled my former want of 
reverence, as if I had made a. jest of something 
sacred. Nor to this day can I think of the Pata- 
gonian river merely as one of the rivers I know. 
Other streams, by comparison, seem vulgar, with 
no higher purpose than to water man and beast, 
and to serve, like canals, as a means of transport. 

One day, to the house where I was staying near 
the town, there came a native lady on a visit, bring- 
ing with her six bright blue-eyed children. As we, 
the elders, sat in the living-room, sipping mate and 
talking, one of the youngsters, an intelligent-looking 
boy of nine, came in from play, and getting him by 
me I amused him for a while with some yarns 
and with talk about beasts and birds. He asked 
me where I lived. My home, I said, was in the 
Buenos Ayrean pampas, far north of Patagonia. 

“ Is it near the river,” he asked, “ right on the 
bank, like this house ? ” 

I explained that it was on a great, grassy, level 
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plain, that there was no river there, and that when 
1 went ont on horsc])ack I did not have to ride up 
and down a valley, but galloped away in any direc- 
tion — north, south, east, or west. He listened with 
a twinkle in his eyes, then with a merry laugh ran 
out again to join the others at their game. It was 
as if I had told him that I lived up in a tree that 
grew to the clouds, or under the sea, or some such 
impossible thing ; it was nothing but a joke to him. 
His mother, sitting near, had been listening to us, 
and when the boy laughed and ran out, T remai'ked 
to her that to a child born and living always in that 
valley, shut in by the thorny, waterless uplands, it 
was, perhaps, inconceivable that in other places 
people could exist out of a valley and away from a 
river. She looked at me with a puzzled expression 
in her eyes, as if trying to see something mentally 
which her eyes had never seen — trying, in fact, to 
create something out of nothing. She agreed with 
me in some hesitating words, and I felt that I had 
put my foot in it ; for only then 1 recalled the fact 
that she also had been born in the valley — the groat- 
grand-daughter of one of the original founders of 
the colony — and was probably as incapable as the 
child of imagining any other conditions than those 
she had always been accustomed to. 

It struck me that the children here have a very 
healthy, happy life, especially those whose homes 
are in the narrow parts of the valley, who are able 
to ramble every day into the thorny uplands in 
search of birds’ eggs and other pretty things, and the 
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wild flavours and little adventures that count for so 
much with the* very young. In birds’ eggs, the 
greatest prizes are those of the partridge-like tina- 
luous, the beautifully mottled and crested martineta 
(Calodromas elegans), that lays a dozen eggs as large 
as those of a fowl, with deep-green polished shells ; 
and the smaller TSiothura darwini, whoso eggs vary 
in tint from wine-purple to a rcddish-})urplo or liver 
colour. In summer and autumn fruits and sweet 
gums are not scarce. One grey-leafed herbaceous 
shrub is much sought after for its sap, that oozes 
from the stem and hardens in small globes and lumps 
that look and taste like white sugar. There is a 
small disc-shaped cactus, growing close to the sur- 
face, and well defended with sharp spines, which 
bears a pinkish-yellow fruit with a pleasant taste. 
I'here is also a large cactus, four or five feet high, 
so dark-green as to appear almost black among 
the pale-grey bushes. It bears a splendid crimson 
flower, and a crimson fruit that is insipid and not 
considered worth eating ; but being of so beautiful 
a colour to see it is sufficient pleasure. The plant 
is not very common, and one does not see too many 
of the fruits oven in a long day’s ramble : 

Like stones of worth, they tliinly placid are. 

I’he chahar bears a fruit like a cherry in size, and, 
like a cherry, with a stone inside ; it has a white 
pulp and a golden skin ; the flavour is peculiar and 
delicious, and seemed to be greatly appreciated by 
the birds, so that the children get little. Another 
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wild fi’uit is that of the PkjueWn (Condalia spinosa), 
the dark-leafed bush which was mentioned in the 
first chapter. Its oval-shaped berries ai’o less than 
currants in size, bub are in such profusion that the 
broad tops of the bushes become masses of deep 
colour in autumn. There are two varieties, one 
crimson, the other purple-black, like sloes and 
blackberries. They have a strong but not un- 
pleasant flavour, and the children are so fond of 
them that, like the babes in the wood, their little 
lips are all bestainod and red with tins beautiful 
juice. 

The magnetism of the river (to go back to that 
subject) is probably intensified by the prevailing 
monotonous greys, greens, and browns of nature on 
either side of it. It has the powerful effect of bright- 
ness, which fascinates us, as it does the moth, and 
the eye is drawn to it as to a path of shining silver — 
that is, of silver in some conditions of the atmosphere, 
and of polished steel in others. At ordinary times 
there is no other brightness in nature to draw the 
sight away and divide the attention. Only twice in 
the year, for a brief season in spring and again in 
autumn, there is anything like large masses of bright 
colour in the vegetation to delight the eyes. The 
commonest of the grey-foliaged plants that grow on 
the high grounds along the borders of the valley 
is the chahar, Gurliaca decorticans, a tree in form, 
but scarcely more than a bush in size. In late 
October it bears a profusion of flowers in clusters, 
in shape, size, and brilliant yellow colour resembling 
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the flower of the broom. At this season the u])- 
lands along the valley have a strangely gay ap- 
pearance. Again, there is yellow in the autumn — 
the deeper yellow of xauthojjhyl — when the leaves of 
tiie rod willows growing on the banks of the river 
change their colour before falling. This willow 
(Salix humboldtiana) is the only largo wild tree in 
the country ; but whether it grew liere prior to the 
advent of the Spanish or not, I do not know. But 
its existence is now doomed as a large tree of 
a century’s majestic growth, foi’ming a suitable 
])erch and lookout for the harpy and grey eagles, 
common in the valley, and the still more common 
vultures and. Polybori, and of the high-roosting, 
nol)le black-faced ibis ; a home and house, too, of 
the Magellanic eagle-owl and the spotted wild cat 
(Fclis geoffroyi) ; and where even the puma could lie 
at case on a horizontal branch thirty or forty foot 
above the earth. Being of soft w ood, it can be cut 
down very easily; and when felled and lashed in 
rafts on the river, it is floated down stream to 
supply the inhabitants with a cheap Avood for fuel, 
building, and other pin-poscs. 

At the highest point 1 reached in my rambles 
along the valley, about a hundred and twenty miles 
from the coast, there was a very extensive grove or 
wood of this willoAV, many of the trees very large, 
and some dead from age. I visited this spot with 
an English friend, who resided some twenty miles 
lower down, and spent a day and a half Avading 
about waist-deep through the tall, coarse grasses and 
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rushes under the gaunt, leafless trees, for the sea- 
son was midwinter. The weather was the worst I 
had experienced in the country, being piercingly 
cold, with a violent wind and frequent storms of 
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rain and sleet. The rough, wet boles of the trees 
rose up tall and straight like black pillars from the 
rank herbage beneath, and on the higher branches 
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inniiraerable black viiltiires (Catliartes atratus) were 
perched, waiting all the dreary day long for fair 
weather to fly abroad in search of food. 

On the ground this vulture docs not appear to 
advantage, especially when bobbing and jumping 
about, performing the “ buzzard lope,” when quar- 
relling with his follows over a carcase : but when 
perched aloft, his small naked rugous head and neck 
and horny curved beak seen well-defined above the 
broad black surface of the folded wing, ho does 
not show badly. As 1 had no wish to make a bag 
of vultures and saw nothing else, I shot nothing. 

A little past noon on the second day we saddled 
our horses and started on our homeward ride ; and 
although the wind still blow a gale, lashing the 
nver into a long line of foam on the opposite shore, 
and bringing storms of rain and sleet at inter- 
vals, this proved a very delightful ride, one that 
shines in memory above all other rides I have 
taken. We went at a swift gallop along the north 
bank, and never had grey Patagonia lookeil more 
soberly and sadly grey tlian on this afternoon. The 
soil, except in places where the winter grass had 
spread over it, had taken a darker brown colour 
from the rain it had imbibed, and the bosky uplands 
a deeper grey than ever, while the whole vast sky 
was stormy and dark. But after a time the west- 
ering sun began to shine through the rifts behind us, 
while before us on the wild flying clouds appeared 
a rainbow with hues so vivid that wo shouted 
aloud with joy at the sight of such loveliness. 
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For nearly an Iiour we rode witli this vision of 
ji'lory always before us ; grove after grove of huifless 
black-barked willow-trees on our right hand, and 
grey thorny hill after hill on our loft, did we pass in 
our swift ride, while great flocks of upland geese 
continually rose up before us, with shrill whistlings 
mingled with solemn deep droning cries ; and the 
arch of watery fire still lived, now fading as the 
flying wrack grew thinner and thinner, then, just 
when it seemed about to vanish, bi’ightening once 
more to a new and more wonderful splendour, its 
arch over widening to greater pro])ortionsas the sun 
sunk lower in the sky. 

I do not suppose that the colours were really 
more vivid than in numberless other rainbows I 
have seen ; it was, 1 think, the universal greyness 
of earth and heaven in that grey winter season, in 
a region where colour is so sparsely used by Nature, 
that made it seem so supremely beautiful, so that 
the sight of it affected us like wine. 

The eyes, says llacon, are ever most pleased with 
a lively embroidery on a sad and sombre ground. 
This was taught to us by the green and violet arch 
on the slaty grey vapour. But Nature is too 
wise 

'To blunt the fine point of soklom pleasure. 

The day of supernatural splendour and glory 
comes only after many days that are only natural, 
and of a neutral colour. It is watched and waited 
for, and when it comes is like a day of some great 
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festival and rejoicing — the day when peace was 
made, when our love was rotui’iied, when a child 
was born to us. Such sights are like certain 
sounds, that not only delight us with their pure and 
beautiful quality, but wake iii us feelings that we 
cannot fathom nor analyze. They are familiar, 
yet stranger than the strangest things, with a beauty 
that is not of the earth, as if a loved friend, long 
dead, had unexpectedly looked back to us from 
heaven, transfigured. It strikes me as strange 
that, so far as we know, the Incas were the only 
worshippers of the rainbow. 

One evening in the autumn of the year, near the 
town, I was witness of an extraorditiary and very 
magnificent sunset effect. The sky was clear 
except for a few' masses of cloud low down in 
the west ; and these, some time after the sun had 
disappeared, assumed more vivid and glowing 
colours, while the pale yellow sky beyond became 
more luminous and flamc-like. All at once, as I 
stood not far from the bank, looking westward 
across the river, the water changed from green to 
an intense crimson hue, this extending on both 
hands as far as I could see. The tide was running 
out, and in the middle of the river, where the sur- 
face was roughened into waves by the current, it 
quivered and sparkled like crimson flame, while 
neai’ the opposite shore, where rows of tall Lombardy 
poplars threw their shadow on the surface, it was 
violet-coloured. This appearance lasted for five or 
six minutes, then the crimson colour grew darker 
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by degrees until it disappeared. I have frequently 
read and heard of sncli a phenomenon, and many 
persons have assured me that they have witnessed 
it “ with their own eyes.” Eut what they have 
witnessed one docs not know. I have often seen 
the surface of water, of the ocean, or a lake;, or river, 
flushed with a rosy colour at sunset ; but to see, 
some time after sunset, the waters of a river changed 
to blood and crimson fii-e, this ap])earanco lasting 
until the twilight drew on, and the earth and trees 
looked black by contrast, has bc('n my lot once only 
on this occasion ; and T imagine that if any river 
on the globe was known to take such an appearance 
frequently, it would become as celebrated, and draw 
pilgrims as far to see it, as Chimborazo and the 
Iddls of Niagara. 

Between the town and the sea, a distance of about 
twenty miles, the valley is mostly on the south side 
of the river ; on the north side the current comes 
very near, and in many places Avashes the upland. 
I visited the sea by both ways, and rode for some 
distance along the coast on both sides of the river. 
North of the river the beach Avas shingle and sand, 
backed by low sand dunes extending aAvay into in- 
finitude ; but on the south side, outside the valley, a 
sheer stupendous precipice faced the ocean. A slight 
adventure I had with a condor, the only bird of that 
species I met with in Patagonia, will give some idea of 
the height of this sheer wall of rock. I Avas riding 
Avith a friend along the cliff Avhen the majestic bird ap- 
peared, and swooping downwards hovered at a height 
of forty feet above our heads. My companion raised 
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liis gun and fired, and wo heard the shot rattle loudly 
on the stiff quills of the broad motionless wings. 
There is no doubt that some of the shot entered its 
flesh, as it quickly swept down ovci* the edge of the 
cliff and disa})peared from our sight. Wc got off 
our horses, and crawling to the edge of the dreadful 
cliff looked down, but could see nothing of the bird. 
Remounting we rode on for a little over a mile, until 
coining to the end of the cliff we went down under 
it and galloped back over the narrow strip of beach 
whicli appears at low tide. Arrived nt the spot 
where the bird had been lost we caught sight of it 
once more', ])erched at the inouth of a small cavity 
in the face of the rocky wall near the summit, and 
looking at that height no bigger than a buzzard, 
flo Avas far beyond the reach of shot, and safe, and 
if not fatally Avounded, may soar above that desolate 
coast, and fight with vultures and grey eagles OA^'er 
the carcases of sti’anded fishes and seals for half a 
century to come. 

Close to the inouth of the riA^r there is a low flat 
island, about half a mile in length, covered in most 
]iart by a dense groAvth of coarse grass and rashes, 
ft is inhabited by a herd of swine ; and although 
these animals do not increase, they have been able 
to maintain their existence for along period without 
diminishing in number, in spite of the occasional 
great tides that flood the AAdiole island, and of multi- 
tudes of hungry eagles and caranchos always on the 
look out for stray sucklings. Manj^ years ago, 
while some gauchos were driving a troop of half wild 
cows near the shore on the neighbouring mainland, 
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a heifer took to the water and succeeded in swim- 
rning to Ihc island, where she was lost to her owner. 
About a year later this animal was seen by a man 
who had gone to the island to cut rushes for thatch- 
ing purposes. The cow and the pigs, to the number 
of about twenty-five or twenty-si.v, were lying fast 
asleep in a small grassy hollow where he found them, 
the cow stretched out at full length on the ground, 
and tlie pigs gi’ouped or rather heaped round her ; 
for they were all apparently ambitious to rest with 
their heads pillowed on her, so that she was almost 
concealed under them. Presently one of the drove, 
more wakeful than hi.s follows, became aware of his 
pi’esonce and gave the alarm, whereupon they started 
up like one animal and vanished into a rush-bed. 
The cow, thus doomed to live “ alone, yet not 
alone,” was subsequently seen on several occasions 
by the rush-cutters, always with her fierce followers 
grouped round her like a bodyguard. This con- 
tinued for some yeai’s, and the fame of the cow that 
had become the leader and queen of the wild island 
pigs was spread abroad in the valley ; then a human 
being, who was not a “ sentimentalist,” betook him- 
self to her little kingdom with a musket loaded with 
ball, and succeeded in finding and shooting her. 

In s}»ite of what we have been taught, it is some- 
times borne in on us that man is a little lower than 
the brutes. 

After hearing this incident one does not at once 
sit down with a good appetite to roast beef or swine’s 
flesh. 






C H A ? T E li V. 


A DOO IN HXIfiR. 

At the English estate iip the river, where 1 made 
so long a stay, tliere were scvoi'al dogs, some of them 
of the common dog of no breed found througliout 
Argentina, a smooth-haired animal, varying greatly 
in colour, but oftenest red or black ; also differing 
much in size, but in a majority of cases about as big 
as a Scotch colley. There wore also a few others, 
dogs of good breeds, and these were specially in- 
teresting to me, because they were not restrained 
nor directed in any way, nor any use made of them 
in their special lines. Left to their own devices, 
and to rough it with the others, tlie result was 
rather curious. The only one among them that had 
proved capable of accommodating himself to the now 
circumstances was a Scotch colley — a fine animal of 
pure blood. 

The common dog of the country is a jack-of-all- 
ti'ades ; a great lover of the chase, but a bad hunter, 
a splendid scavenger, a good watch-dog and vermin- 
killer; an indifferent sheep-dog, but invaluable in 
gathering up and driving cattle. Beyond these 
things which he picks up, you can really teach him 
nothing useful, although with considerable trouble 
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you might bo able to add a few ornamental subjects, 
such as giving his paw, and keeping guard over a 
coat or stick left in his charge. Ho is a generalized 
boast, grandson to the jackal, and first cousin to the 
cur of Europe and the Eastern pariah. To this 
primitive, or only slightly-improved type of dog, the 
colley perhaps comes nearest of all the breeds wo 
value ; and when h.e is thrown back on nature ho is 
“ all there,” and not hindered as the pointer and 
other varieties are by more deeply-rooted special in- 
stincts. At all events, this individual took very 
kindly to the rude life and work of his new com- 
panions, and by means of his hardihood and inex- 
haustible energy, became their loader and superior, 
especially in hunting. Above anything he loved 
to chase a fox ; and when in the course of a ride in 
the valley one was started, ho invariably threw all 
the native dogs out and caught and killed it himself. 
If these dogs had all together taken to a feral life, I 
do not think the colley would have been worse off 
than the others. 

It was very different with the greyhounds. There 
were four, all of pure breed ; and as they were never 
taken out to hunt, and could not, like the colley, 
take their share in the ordinary work of the establish- 
ment, they were absolutely useless, and certainly not 
ornamental. When I first noticed them they were 
pitiable objects, thin as skeletons, so lame that they 
could scarcely wmlk, and wounded and scratched 
all over with thorns. I was told that they had been 
out hunting on their own account in the thorny 
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upland, and that this was the result. P’or three 
or four days they remained inactive, sleei)ing the 
whole time, except when they limped to the kitchen 
to be fed. But day by day they improved in coii- 
dition ; their scratches healed, their ribbed sides 
grew smooth and sleek, and they recovered from 
their lameness ; but scarcely had they got well be- 
fore it was discovered one morning tliat they had 
vanished. They had gone off during the night to 
hunt again on tlie uplands. They were absent two 
nights and a day, then returned, looking even more 
reduced and miserable than when I first saw tliem, 
to recover slowly from their hurts and fatigue ; and 
when well again they wore oft’ once more ; and so it 
continued during the whole time of my visit. These 
hounds, if left to themselves, would have soon 
perished. 

Another member of this somewhat heterogeneous 
canine community was a retriever, one of the hand- 
somest I have ever seen, rather small, and with a 
most perfect head. The extreme curliness of his 
coat made him look at a little distance like a dog 
cut out of a block of ebony, with the surface carved 
to almost symmetrical knobbinoss. Major — that 
was his name — would have lent himself well to 
sculpture. Ho was old, but not too fat, nor in- 
active ; sometimes ho would go out with the other 
dogs, but apparently he could not keep up the pace, 
as after a few hours he would return always alone, 
looking rather disconsolate. 

I have always been partial to dogs of this breed ; 
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not on account of tlie assistance they liavo been to 
me, but because when I have wished to have a dog 
at iny side I have found them more suitable than 
other kinds for companions. They are not stupid 
nor restless, but ready to fall in with a quiet mood, 
and never irritate by a perpetual impatient craving 
for notice. A fussy, demonstrative dog, that can 
never efface himself, 1 object to : he compels your 
attention, and puts you in a subordinate place : you 
arc his attendant, not he yours. 

Major’s appearance attracted mo from the first, 
and he, on his side, joyfully responded to my ad- 
vances, and at once attached himself to me, following 
me about the place as if he feared to lose sight of 
me even for a minute. My host, however, hastened 
to warn me not to take him witli me when 1 wont 
out shooting, as ho was old and blind, and subject, 
moreover, to strange freaks, which made him worse 
than useless. He had formerly been an excellent 
retriever, he informed me, but even in his best days 
not Avholly to be trusted, and now he was nothing 
but bad. 

I could scarcely credit the blindness, as he did 
not show it in his brown intelligent and wistful 
eyes, and always appeared keenly alive and interested 
in everything going on about him ; but by experi- 
menting I found that he could scarcely see further 
than about six inches from his nose ; but his hearing 
and scent wei’e so good, and guided him so well, 
that no person on a slight accjuaintance would have 
made the discovery of his defective sight. 



A Dog in Exile. 


63 


Of course, after this, 1 could liave nothing' more 
to do with the retriever, further than patting him 
on the head, and speaking a kind word to him when- 
ever he ch.anccd to be in my way. But this was 
not enough for old Major. He was a sporting dog, 
full of energy, and with undiminished faith in his 
ovvn powers, in spite of his years, and when a sports- 
man had come to the house, and had deliberately 
singled him out for friendly notice, he could not and 
Avould not believe that it was to go no farther. 
Day after day he clung to the delusion that he was 
to accompany me in my walks and little shooting 
excursions in the neighbouidiood ; and every time I 
took down a gun ho would rush forward fi'om his 
post by the door with so many demonstrations of 
joy, and with such imploring looks and gestures, 
that 1 found it very hard to rebuke him. It was 
sad to have him standing tlicre, first cocking up one 
ear, then the other, striving to pierce the baffling 
mists that intervened between his poor purblind 
eyes and my face, to find some sign of relenting in 
it. 

It was evident that old Major was not happy, in 
spite of all he had to make him so : although he 
was well fed and fat, and treated with the greatest 
kindness by every one on the place, and although 
all the other dogs about the house looked up to him 
with that instinctive respect they always accord to 
the oldest, or strongest, or most domineering mem- 
ber, his heart was restless and dissatisfied. He could 
not endure an inactive life. There was, in fact, only 
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one way in wliich he could or was allowed to work 
off his superabundant energy. This was when wo 
went down to the river to bathe in the aftci^oon, 
and when we would amuse ourselves, some of us, 
by throwing enormous logs and dead branches into 
the current. They were large and heavy, and 
thrown well out into one of the most rapid rivers in 
the world, but Major would liave perished forty 
times over, if ho liad had forty lives to throw away, 
before he would have allowed one of those useless 
logs to bo lost. But this was wasted energy, and 
Major could not have known it better if he had 
graduated with honours at the Royal School of 
Mines, consequently his exertions in the river did 
not make him happy, llis unhappiness began to 
prey on my mind, and T never loft the house but 
that mute imploring face haunted mo for an hour 
after, until T could bear it no longer. Major con- 
quered, and to witness his boundless delight and 
gratitude when I shouldered my gun and called 
him to me, was a pleasure worth many dead 
birds. 

Nothing important happened during our first 
few expeditions. Major behaved rather wildly, I 
thought, but ho was obedient and anxious to please, 
and my impression Avas that ho had been too 
long neglected, and would soon settle down to do 
his share of the work in a sober, business-like 
manner. 

Then a day came when Major covered himself 
with glory. I came one morning on a small flock 
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of flamingoes in a lagoon ; tliey wore standing in tlio 
water, about seven ty-fivo or eighty yards from tlio 
shore, (juietly dozing, rortnnatoly the lagoon was 
boi’dered by a dense bed of tall rushes, about flfteen 
yards in breadth, so that I was able to api)roach 
the birds nns('on by them. 1 crept up to the rushes 
in a fever of delighted excitement ; not that flamin- 
goes are not common in that disirict , but because I 
had noticed that one of the birds before me was the 
largest and loveliest flamingo I had ever set eyes 
on, and I luwl long been anxious to secure one very 
perfect specimen. 1 think my hand trembled a 
great deal ; nevertheless, the bii'd dropped when [ 
tired; and then how (juickly the joy 1 experienced 
was changed to despair when 1 looked on the wide 
expanse of mud, i-eeds and water that separated 
him from me ! How was I ever to get him? for it 
is as much as a man’s life is worth to venture into 
one of these long river-lik(! lagoons in the valhsy, 
as under the quiet water there is a bed of mire, soft 
as clotted cream, and deej) enough for a giant’s 
grave. I thought of Major, but not for a moment 
did I believe that he, poor dog ! was ecpial to the 
task. \\"hen I tired he dashed hurriedly forward, 
and came against the wall of close rushes, where he 
struggled hopelessly for a little while, and then 
floundered back to me. There was, however, nothing 
else to be done. “ Major, come here,” I called, 
and, taking a lump of clay 1 threw it as far as I 
could towards the floating bird. He raised his ears, 
and listened to get the right direction, and when the 
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splash of tlio stono reached us lie dashed in and 
against flic laishes once more. After a violent 
struggle lu' succeeded in getting through them, and, 
linding liimself in deep water, struck straight out, 
and then b(‘gan swimming about in all directions. 
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until, getting to windwanl of the bird, ho followed 
up the scent and found it. This was the easiest 
pait of the task, as the bii’d was V(‘iy large, and 
when Major got back to the rusJies with it, and 1 
hoard him crashing and floundering througli, snort- 
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iiitr and cougliing as if lialf-sulTocateil, 1. was sun- 
fhfit if 1 ever got rny flamingo at all il must be 
hopelessly damaged. At length he appeared, so 
exhausted with his exertions that ho eoidd hardly 
stand, and deposited the bird at my feet. Never 
had T seen such a splendid specimen ! It was an old 
cock bird, excessively fat., weighing sixteen pounds, 
yet Major had brought it out through this slough 
of des])ond without breaking its skin, or soiling its 
exquisitely beautiful crimson, rose-coloured, and 
faintly-blushing white; plumage ! Had he not him- 
self been so plastered Avith mud and slime T should, 
in gratitude, have taken him into my arms ; but he 
appeared very Avell satisfied with the words of 
approval I bestowed on him, and wo started honu'- 
ward in a happy frame of mind, each feeling well 
pleased wdth the other — and himself. 

That evening as 1 sat by the fire greatly enjoying 
my after-dinner coffee, and a pipe of the strongest 
cavendish, I I'elated the day’s advontui’cs, and 
then for the first time heard from my host some- 
thing of Major’s antecedents and remarkable 
history. 

lie wa.s a Scotch dog by birth, and had formerly 
belonged to the Karl of Zetland, and as he proved 
to be an e.xceptionally clever and good-looking 
young dog, ho was for a time thought much of ; 
but there was a drop of black blood in iXfajor’s 
heart, and in a moment of tcunptatiou it led him 
into courses for which ho was finally condemned to 
an ignominious death; he ('scapcnl to become a 

•> 
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pioneer of civiliziitioii in Iho wiltlerne.ss, and to sliow 
even in old age and when his siglit had failed liini, 
of what stuff lie was made. Killing sheep was his 
crime; he had hunted the swift-footed cheviots 
and black-faces on the hills and niooi'S ; he had 
tasted their blood and had made the discovery that 
it was sweet, and the ancient wild dog instinct was 
hot in his heart. The new joy possessed his whole 
being, and in a moment swept away every restraint. 
The savage life was the only real life after all, and 
what cared Major about the grc'atest happiness for 
the greatest number, and new fangled notions 
about the division of labour, in which so moan a 
part was assigned him ! Was ho to spend a jialtry 
puppy existence retrieving birds, first flushed by a 
stupid pointer or setter, and shot by a man Avith a 
gun — the bird, after all, to be eaten by none of 
them ; and he, in return for his share in the Avork, 
to bo fed on mild messes and biscuits, and beef, 
killed somewhere out of sight by a butcher? Away 
with such a comjilex state of things ! He Avould 
not bo stifled by such an artificial system ; he would 
kill his oAvn mutton on the moors, and eat it raw 
and Avarm in the good old fashion, and enjoy life, 
as, doubtless, every dog of spirit had enjoyed it a 
thousand years ago ! 

This Avas not to be permitted on a Avell-conducted 
estate ; arid as it Avas thought that chains and 
slavery Avould be less endurable than death to a 
dog of Major’s spirit, to death ho was fortlnvith 
condemned. 
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Now it li:ip])eHo<l that a _<r('ntloiiian, hearing all 
this from the carl’s gamckcci)er, before the dread 
scntcnc('had been cxeontc'd, all at once remembered 
that one of his friemds, who was ^ireparing to 
emigrate to Patagonia, |)ur]iosed taking out some 
good dogs with him, and thinking that, this retriever 
would form an accei»table gift, ho begged for it. 
'Pho gamekeeper gave it to him, and he in turn gave 
it to his friend, and in this way Majoi- esea])ed the 
])enalty, and in due tiiiu', after seeing and doubtless 
reflecting much by the way, arrived at his destina- 
tion. I say advisably that Major probably reflected 
a great deal, for in his new home he never once 
gave way to his criminal a})petite for sheep’s blood: 
but avhenever the flock came in his way, which was 
often enough, he turned resolutely aside and skulked 
off out of the sound of their bleating as quickly as 
possible. 

All I heard from my host only served to I’aise my 
opinion of Major, and, remembering what he had 
accomplished that day, T fornuul the idea that the 
most glorious period of his life had just dawned, 
that he had now begun a series of exploits, com- 
pared with which the greatest deeds of all retrievers 
in other lands would sink into insignificauoe. 

I have now to relate Major’s second important 
exploit, and on this occasion the birds were geese. 

The upland geese are excellent eating, and it was 
our custom to make an early breakfast off a cold 
goose, or of any remnants left in the larder. Cold 
boiled goose Jind coffee, often witb no bread — it 
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fioiiiuls strange, but never shall J forget those 
delicious early Patiigonian brealcfasts. 

Now the geese, although abundant at that season, 
were excessively wary, and hard to kill ; and as no 
other j)erson went after them, although all grumbled 
loudly when tlu^e was no goose for breakfast, I was 
always very glad to get a shot at. them when out 
witli the gun. 

One day I saw a great flock congregated on a low 
mud bank in one of tlie lagoons, and immediately 
began to nunueuvn^ to got within shooting distance 
Avitliout disturbing them. Fortunat('ly' they were 
in a great state of excitement, keeping up a loud 
incessant clamour, as if something very important 
to the u])land geesc' was being discussed, and in the 
general agitation they neglected their safety''. More 
g('ese in small flocks Avere continually arriving from 
various directions, increasing the noise and excite- 
ment ; and by dint of much going on hands and 
knees and crawling over rough ground, 1 managed 
to get Avithin seventy yai'ds of them and fired into 
the middle of the flock. The birds rose ufA AAdth a 
groat rush of wings and noise of screams, leaving 
five of their number floundering about in the 
shallow water. Major was quickly after them, but 
two of the five were not badly Avounded, and soon 
SAvam aAvay beyond his reach ; to the others he was 
guided by the tremendous flapping they made in 
the Avater in their tleath struggles ; and one by one 
he conveyed them, not to his expectant master, but 
to a small island about a hundred and twenty yards 
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from t.lio shore. No sooner luid he gofc l.lietn all 
together than, to my unspeakable astonishment 
and dismay, he began woiTying them, growling all 
the time witli a playful atrectation of anger, ami 
jmlling out mouthfuls of feathers which lu; scat- 
tered in clouds ov(>r his head. 'Po my shout.s he 
responded by wagging his tail, and barking a. merry 
crisp little bark, theit flying at. the dead birds again. 
He seemed to bo telling me, plainly as if he had 
used words, that he heard me well enough, but was 
not disposed to obey, that he found it. very amusing 
playing Avith the geese am! intended to enjoy him- 
self to his heart’s content. 

“Major! Major!” J cru'd, “ you base ungrateful 
dog ! Is this tlie way you repay me for all my 
kindness, for befriending you when others spoke 
evil of 3*011, ami made you keep at home, and treated 
you Avith contemptuous neglect ! Oh, you Avretched 
brute, hoAV man}" glorious breakfasts are yon spoil- 
ing witii those villainous teeth ! ” 

In vain T stormed and threatened, and told him 
that I would never sjieak to him again, that t would 
thrash him, that I had seen dogs shot for less than 
Avhat he was doing. 1 screamed liis name until 
I was hoarse, but it was all useless. Major cared 
nothing for my shouts, and Avent on Avorrying the 
geese. At length, Avhen he grew tired of his play, 
he coolly jumped into the AA'ater and sAvam back to 
me, leaving the geese behind. I waited for him, a 
stick in my hand, burning for Amngeance, and fully 
intending to collar and thrash him well the moment 



72 


Idle Days in Patae^onia. 


he roacliccl me. Vortunatoly lie Imd a long difttance 
to swim, and before ho reached land I began to 
reflect that if 1 received him roughly, with blows, 
T would never get the geese — those tiirce luaguifl- 
cent white and maroon-coloured geese that had 
cost me so much labour to kill. Yes, 1 thought, it 
will be better to dissemble and be diplomatic and 
receive him graciously, and then perhaps he will Ijo 
persuad('d to go again and letch tin' gecs<,‘. In the 
midst of these plans JMajor ai rived, and sat down 
facing me without shaking himself, evidently be- 
ginning to experience soim^ <iualms of conscience. 

“ Major,” said I, addressing him in a mild gentle 
voice, and patting his tvet black head, “you liavo 
treated me very badly, but I am not going to punish 
you — I am going to give you another chance, old 
dog. Now, Major, good and ob(‘dient dog, go and 
fctcli me the geese.’’ AVith that I puslied him 
gently towards tlu' water. Alajor understood mo, 
and Avent in, although in .a. soiuewhat perfunctory 
manner, and SAvam back to the island. On reaching 
it he Avent up to the geese, examined them briefly 
Avith his nose and sat doAvn to deliberate. I called 
him, but he paid no attention. \Yith Avhat intense 
anxiety I Avaited his decision ! 

At last he appeareil to have made up his mind ; 
he stood up, shook himself briskly and — will it be 
believed? — began to woiuy the geese again! He 
Avas not merely playing with them now, and did not 
scatter the feathers about and bark, but bit and tore 
them in a truculent mood, AYhen he had torn them 



--/ Dog m ILxi/c. 73 

pretty well to pieces lie swam liack once ‘inoi'e, but 
this time he came to land at a long distance L'rom 
me, knowing, 1 supjiosi*, that I Avas noAV past 
sjieaking mildly to him ; and, skulking through the 
reeds, ho sneaked homo by himself. Lati'r, when 1 
arrived at the house, he eai'elidly k('])t out of my 
way. 

I believi' that wlum he went after the geese the 
second time lie really did mean to bring them out, 
but finding them so much mutilated ho tliought 
that he had already hopi'lessly ofi'endod mc', and so 
concluded to save himsidf the labour of carrying 
them. ITc did not know, poor biaite, that his 
fetching them woidd have beem taken as a token of 
repentance, and that he would luive beim forgiven. 
Hut it was impossible to forgive him now. All faith 
in him was utterly and for ever gone, and from that 
day I looked on him as a poor degraded creature ; 
and if 1 ever bestowed a, caress on his upturned face, 
1 did it in the spirit of a man who flings a copper 
to an unfortunate beggar in the street; and it was 
a satisfaction to me that Major ajipeared to know 
what T thought of him. 

But all this happened years ago, and now I can but 
look with kindly feelings for the old blind retriever 
who retrieved my geese so badly. I can even laugh at 
myself foi‘ having allowed an ineradicable anthro- 
pomorphism to carry mo so far in recalling and di^- 
scribing our joint adventures. But such a fault is 
almost excusable in this instance, for he was really 
a remarkable dog among other dogs, like a talented 
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man among' his iollow-mon. [ doubt if any other 
retriever, in such circumstances and handicapped by 
such an infirmity, could have reti’icved that splendid 
flamingo; but with this excellence there was the 
innate capacity to go wrong, a sudden reversion to 
the irresponsible wild dog — the devilry, to keep to 
human terms, that sent him into exile and made 
him at the last so interesting and y)athetic a figure. 
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THE AYAH WITH NATO UK. 

Duhing my sojourn on the Rio Negro letters and 
])apers reached me only at rare intervals. On one 
occasion T passed very nearly two months without 
seeing a newspaper. 1 remember, Avhen at the end 
of that time one Avas put before me, I snatched it 
up eagerly, and began hastily scanning the columns, 
or column-headings rather, in search of startling 
items from abroad, and that after a couple of minutes 
I laid it doAvn again to listen to someone talking in 
the room, and that I CA'cntually left the place Avith- 
out reading the paper at all. I suppose 1 snatched 
it up at first mechanically, just as a cat, even when 
not hungry, pounces on a mouse it secs scuttling 
across its path, ft Avas simply the survival of an 
old habit — a trick played by unconscious memory on 
tbe intellect, like the action of the person who has 
resided all his life in a hovel, and who, on entering 
a cathedral dooi’ or passing under a lofty arclnvay, 
unwittingly stoops to avoid bumping his forehead 
against an imaginaiy lintel. I was conscious on 
quitting the room, where 1 had cast aside the unread 
newspaper, that the old interest in the affairs of the 
Avorld at large had in a great measure forsaken me ; 
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yot the tlioiio’lifc did not seem n det^rading one, nor 
was I at ali stai’tled at tliis newly-discovered in- 
diri(‘ronc(', though np till then 1 had always been 
profoundly interesied in the moves on the great 
political chessboard of the world. How had I spent 
those fifty or sixty days, I asked myself, and from 
what enchant(Hl cup had 1 drunk the oblivious 
di'aught which had Avrought so great a change in 
me? The answer was that 1 had drunk fi-om the 
cup of nature, that my days had bt'en spent with 
])eace. It then also seenned to me that the passion 
for politics, the ])erpetual craving of tlu' mind for 
some new thing, is after all only a feverish artificial 
feeling, a necessary aceom])animent of the conditions 
we live in, perhaps, but froiu which one I'apidly 
recOAan's when it (am no longer be pandc'rcul to, just 
as a toper, when removed from tem])tatio7i, recovei's 
a healthy tone of body, and finds to his surprise 
that he is able to exist without the aid of stimulants. 
Tt is easy enough to relapse from this free and ])lea- 
sant condition ; in the latter case the emancipated 
Allan goes back to the bottle, in the former to the 
])erusal of leading articles and of the fii-ry utterances 
of those -who make jiolitics their trade. That I have 
never been guilty of backsliding I cannot boast ; 
nevertheless the lesson nature taught me in that 
lonely country Avas not Avholly Avasted, and Avhile I. 
Avas in that condition of mind I found it very agree- 
able. I Avas delighted to discoA'er that the stimulus 
deriA'’ed from many daily telegrams and much dis- 
cussion of remote probabilities Avx're not necessary 
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to keep iny iniiul troin lethargy. Tilings about 
which I had hitherto cared little now occnjiied niy 
thoughts and supplied me Avith ploasnrablo excite- 
ment. ITow fresh and how human it seemed to feel 
a keen interest in the village annals, the doincstio 
life, the simple pleasm’os, eares, and sti'uggles of the 
people I lived with ! This is a. feeling only to bo 
experienced in any great degree by tlie soul that 
has ceased to vox itself with the ambitions schemes 
of Russia, the attitude of the Sublime' i’orte, and 
tlie meeting or breaking up of ])arliam('nts. When 
the Kastern Question had lost its ancient fascination 
for me T found a, w'orld large enough for my sym- 
pathies in the little community of men and Avomen 
on the Rio Negro. ’ Here for ipiw'ards of a century 
the colony has existed, cut off, as it were, by hun- 
di'ods of desert h'agm's from all communion wdth 
fellow-christians, surrounded by a great Avilderne.ss, 
Avaterless and overgrown Avifh thorns, peopled only 
by pumas, ost-riclu's, and Avandt'ring tribes oi' savage 
men. In this romantic isolation the colonists spend 
their Avhole lives, roaming in childhood over the 
Avooded uplands ; in afterlife Avith one cloud alway^ 
on their otherwise sunlit horizon — the fear of the 
red man, and ahviiys ready to fly to ai'ms and mount 
their horses Avhen the cannon booms forth its loud 
alarm from the fort. 

It must of necessity'^ have been a case of Avar to 
the knife with these white aliens — wmr not only Avith 
the wild tribes that cherish an undying feud against 
the robbers of their inheritance, but also Avith 
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nature. Foi‘ Avhen man begins to cultivate tlie soil, 
to introduce domestic cattle, and to slay a larger 
number of wild animals than he reejuires for food 
— and civilized man must do all that to create the 
conditions lie imagines necessary to his existence — 
from that moment docs he place himself in anta- 
gonism with nature, aud has thereafter to suffer 
countless persecutions at her hands. After a cen- 
tury of residence in the valley the colonist has 
established his position so that he cannot bo driven 
out. Twenty-five years ago it was still ])ossible for 
a great cacique to gallop into the town, clattering 
his silvei* harness and fllouiishing his spear, to 
demand with loud thrtsats of vengeance his unpaid 
annual tribute of cattle, knife-blades, indigo, and 
cochineal. Now the red man’s spirit is broken ; in 
numbers and in courage he is declining. During 
the last decade the desert places have been abun- 
dantly watered with his blood, and, before many 
years are over, the old vendetta will bo foi'gotton, 
for he will have ceased to exist. 

Nature, albeit now without his aid, still maintains 
the conflict, enlisting the elements, with bird, 
beast, and insect, against the hated white disturber, 
whose way of life is not in harmony with her way. 

There are the animal foes. Pumas infest the 
settlement. At all seasons a few of these sly 
but withal audacious robbers haunt the riverside ; 
but in winter a groat many lean and hungi’y in- 
dividuals come down from the uplands to slay the 
sheep and horses, and it is extremely difficult to 
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track them to their hiding places in tlie tliorny 
thickets overhanging the valley. I was told that 
not less than a hundred pumas were killed annually 
by the shepherds and herdsmen. The depredations 
of the locusts are on a much larger scale. In 
summer T frequently rode over miles of ground 
where they literally car[)cted the earth with their 
numbers, rising in clouds before me, causing a 
sound as of a loud wind with their wings. It was 
always the same, 1 was told ; every year they 
appeared at some ])oint in the valley to destroy the 
crops and pasturage. Then there were birds of 
many species and in incalculable numbers. To an 
idle sportsman without a stake in the country it was 
])aradise. At one spot I noticed all the wheat 
ruined, most of the stalks being stripped and broken, 
pi’csenting a very curious appearance ; T was sur- 
prised to hear from the owner of the d(!solate Helds 
that in this instance the coots had been the culprits. 
Thousands of these birds came up from the river 
every night, and in spite of all ho could do to 
frighten them away they had succeeded in wasting 
his corn. 

On either side of the long straggling settlement 
spreads the uninhabited desert — uninhabitable, in 
fact, for it is waterless, with a sterile gravelly soil 
that only produces a thorny vegetation of dwarf 
trees. It serves, however, as a breeding-place for 
myriads of winged creatures ; and never a season 
passes but it sends down its hungry legions of one 
kind or another into the valley. During my stay 
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pigeons, (.lucks, and geese were the greatest foes of 
tlie fanner. When the sowing season commenced 
the ])ig(!ons (Coliitnba maculosa) came in myriads 
to devour tlie grain, wliich is here sown broadcast. 
Shooting and poisoning tlieni was practised on some 
farms, wliile on others dogs were trained to hunt 
the birds from the ground; but notwithstanding all 



these measures, half the seed committed to the 
earth was devoured. When the corn was fully 
ripe and ready to be harvested then came the brown 
duck — Dafila spinacauda — in millions to feast on 
the grain. Early in winter the arrival of the 



'Pftc II \xr 'toitli A^ahirc. 


8t 

migratoi-y upland geese — (Jliloepliaga magellanica — 
was dreaded. It is scarcely possible to keep them 
from the fields when the wlieat is young or just 
beginning to sprout ; and I have frequently seen 
flocks of tliese birds (|uietly feeding under the very 
shadow of the fluttering scarecrows set up to 
frighten them, d'hoy do even greater injury to the 
])asturo-laiids, where they are often so numerous as 
to denude the earth of the tender young clover, 
thus depriving the sheep of their only food. On 
some estates mounted boys were ke]>t scouring the 
plains, and driving up the flocks with loud shouts; 
but their labours wore quite profitless ; fresh armies 
of geese on their way north were continually pouring 
in, making a vast camping ground of the valley, till 
scarcely a blade of grass remained for the perishing 
cattle. 

Viewed from a distance, in comfortable homes, 
this contest of man with the numberless de- 
structive forces of nature is always looked on as the 
great drawback in the free life of the settler — the 
drop of bitter in the cup which spoils its taste. It 
is a false notion, although it would no doubt bo 
upheld as true by most of those who are actually 
engaged in the contest, and should know, d’his 
is strange, but not unaccountable. Our feelings 
become modified and changed altogether with 
regard to many things as we progress in life, and 
experience widens, but in most cases the old 
expressions are still used. We continue to call 
black black, because we were taught so, and have 
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always called it black, although it may now scern 
purple or blue or some other colour. We learn a 
kind of emasculated language in the nursery, from 
schoolmasters, and books written indoors, and it 
has to seiwo us. It proves false, hut its falsity is 
y)orhaps never- clearly recognized ; nature eman- 
cipates us and the feeling changes, but there has 
been no conscious reasoning on fhe matter, and 
thought is vague. One hears a ])orson relating the 
struggles and storms of his early or past life, and 
receiving without protest expressions of sympathy 
and pity from his listeners ; but he knows in his 
heart, albeit his brain may be and generally is in a 
mist, that these were the very things that exhilarated 
him, that if he had missed them his life would have 
been savourless, h’or the healthy man, or for the 
man whoso virile instincts have not become 
atrophied in the artificial conditions we exist in, 
strife of some kind, if not ])hysical then mental, is 
essential to happiness, ft is a principle of nature 
that only by means of strife can strength be main- 
tained. No sooner is any s})ecies placed above it, 
or over-protected, than degeneration begins. But 
about the condition of the inferior animals, with 
I’egard to the comparative dulness or brightness of 
their lives, w'e do not concern ourselves. It is 
pleasant to bo able to believe that they are all in a 
sense ha])py, although hard to believe that they are 
happy in the same degree. The sloth, for instance, 
that most over-protected mammalian, fast asleep 
as he hugs his branch, and the wild cat that has to 
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save liitiisolf, and must for over uud always keoj) all 
his faculties keen and Jiriglitly jiolislicd. With 
regard to man, who has tlie power of self-analysis 
and of seeing in his own mind all minds, the case is 
very different, and it do('s conceim ns to know the 
truth. A great deal — very man}^ chapters 

and even books — might bo writtoi on this subject, 
but to write them is happily unnecessary, since 
every one can easily find out the truth from his own 
experience. This will tell him which satisfied him 
most in the .end — the rough days or the smooth in 
his life ; and which was most highly valued — the 
good he strugglc'd for or that which came to him in 
some other way. Even as a child, or as a small 
boy, assuming that his early years were passed in 
fairly natTiral conditions, the knocks and bruises 
and scratches and stings of infuriated humble bees 
he suffeix'd served oidy to excite a spirit that had 
something of conscious power and gladness in it ; 
and in this the child was father to the man. But 
the subject which specially concerns me just now is 
the settler’s life in some new and rough district ; 
and as it appears that the greatest, the most real, 
and in many cases the only pleasures of such an 
existence ai’e habitually spoken of as pains, the 
subject is one on which T may be pardoned for 
dwelling at some length. 

If Mill’s doctrine be true, that all our happiness 
results from delusion, that to one capable of seeing 
things as they are life must be an intolerable burden, 
then it may seem only a cruel kindness to whisper 

G 2 
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into tlio oar of the emigrant tlui warning — “ That 
whicli tlion goetli forth Jo seek thou shalt not 
find.” 

It is not said, bo it rcmenibored, that he will not 
find happiness, which, like llic rain and sunshine, 
although in niOT‘(5 moderate measure, comes alike to 
all men ; it is only said that the ])articula.r form of 
happin('ss to which ho looks forwai’d will never be 
his. But one need not fear to whisper the warning, 
nor even to shout it from the house-tops, for, to begin 
with, he will not believe noi‘ listen to it. Ilis mind 
is fixed on the three glorious prizes that lure him 
away — Adventure, Distinction, Gold. These Imight 
and shining apj)les are perhaps just as common at 
home as abroad, and as easily gathered ; but the 
j’oung enthusiast, surveying coasts five or ten thou- 
sand miles away through his mental teh>seo])e, sees 
them a])parently hanging on very much lower 
branches, and imagines that to ]duck them he has 
only to transport himsedf beyoTul the ocean. 'I'o 
drop this metaphor, adventuiv in that distant place 
will be as common as the air he breathes, giving him 
much invigorating pleasure by the way, while he 
advances to possess himsclt’ of other more satisfying 
things. With the nimble brains, brave spirit, and 
Avilling hands characteristic of the inhabitants of the 
British Islands, ho will assuredly be able to achieve 
distinction — that pretty bit of ribbon which most 
men are willing enough to wear. 

. This, howovei*, is only a matter of secondary im- 
portance ; the chief prize will always be the yellow 
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inotal. Knowing how nmch can be done with it at 
home where it is liohl in great esteem, he will take 
cni’o to provide himself with an abundant supply 
against his return. The precise way in which it is 
to be ac(piired ho will not trouble himself about 
until he reaches his destination. It will perhaps flow 
in upon him through business channels ; in most 
cases it Avill be thonght more agreeable to ])ick it 
up in its native state during his walks abroatl in 
the forest, d’he simple-minded aboi'igdues, always 
ready to humour an ecceidric taste, will assist him 
in collecting it; and, finally, for a small considera- 
tion in the foi-ni of coloured beads and ])ocket- 
mirrors, conv(>y it' in large sacks and hampers to 
tlio place of embarkation. It is not tncant that the 
immigrant in all cases paints his particular delusion 
in colours bright as these' ; let him shade the picture 
until it con'osponds in tone with his individual 
creation — ^a dream and a delusion it will nevertheless 
remain. Not in these things which will never be 
Ids, nor in still cheri.shing the dream will he hud his 
pleasure, but in something very different. 

J speak not of that large percentage of immi- 
grants who are doomed to find no [dcasure at all, 
and no good. 'I’o the youth of anh'ut generous 
temperament, arrived in some far-off city wliero all 
men are free and equal, and the starched conven- 
tionalities of the old world are unknown, ’ it is 
perhaps the hardest thing to believe that when he 
slips down not a hand will be put forth to raise him ; 
that when he pronounces these common words, “ 1 
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have come to the end of nay tether,” instantly all the 
smiling faces surrounding him will vanish as if by 
magic; that the few sovei'eigns remaining in his 
pocket at any time are as a chain, shortened each 
day by a link, holding him back from some terrible 
destiny. . . . Let us delay no longer in this moral 
place of skulls, but follow that wise and sturdy 
youth who, wrapping his cloak about his face, passes 
unharmed through the poisonous atmosphere of the 
landing-place, and hurries a thousand miles away, 
while over 

Before him, like a blood-red flag, 

flutters and shines the dream that lures him on. 
And now at his journey’s end comes reality to lay 
rude hands on him with rough shaking. Meanwhile, 
before ho has (luiLe recovered from the shock, that 
red flag on which his dreamy eyes have been so long 
fixed stays not, but travels on and on to disappear at 
last like a sunset cloud in the distant horizon. He 
does not miss it greatly after all. The actual is 
much in his thoughts. When a man is bufieting the 
waves he does not curiously examine the landscape 
before him and complain that there are no bright 
flowers on the trees. Hew experience takes the 
place of v anished dreams, which, like water-lilies, 
blossom only on stagnant pools. Here are none of 
the innumerable apjdiances to secure comfort he has 
been used to from infancy, regarding them almost 
as spontaneous productions of the earth ; no hand 
to perform a hundred necessary offices, so that this 
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dainty gentleman is obliged to blacken his own 
boots, tame and harness to the plough his own 
bullocks or horses, kill and cook his own mutton. 
Nothing is here, in fact, but harsh Nature reluctant 
to be subdued ; while he, to subdue her and make 
his own conditions, has only a pair of soft weak 
hands. 

To one fresh frojji the softness and smoothness of 
civilization, unaccustomed to manual labour, how 
hard then is the lot of the settler ! Behind him 
physical comfort and beautiful dreams ; before him 
the prospect of long years of luiremitting toil, eveiy 
day of which will unfit him more and more for a 
retura to the gentle life of the ])ast ; while, for only 
result, ho will have food enough to satisfy hunger, 
and a rude shelter from extremes of heat and cold, 
from torrents of winter rain and blinding clouds of 
summer dust. Yet is he happy. For the vanished 
substantial comforts .and airy sjalendonrs there is a 
compensation gilding his rough existence with a 
better brightness than that of any hope of future 
prosperity which may yet linger in his mind. It is 
the feeling the settler experiences from the moment 
of his induction into the desert that he is engaged 
in a conflict, .and there is no feeling comparable 
with it to put a man on his mettle and inspire him 
with a healthy and enduring interest in life. To 
this feeling is added the charm of novelty caused 
by that endless procession of surprises which nature 
prepares for the pioneer — an experience unknown to 
the rural life of countries that have long been under 
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cultivation. The greatest drawbacks and difficulties 
encountered have this charm strongest in them, and 
are robbed by it of half their power to discourage the 
mind. 

Tlie young enthusiast, huiTyiug about London to 
speak his farewells and look after his outfit, will 
perhaps laugh at this, for his delusion is still dear 
to him. Rut I am not discouraging him ; I am, on 
the conti’ary, telling him of a rill of pure water out 
there where he is going, where, for many years to 
come, he wilt refresh himself every day, and learn 
to feel (if not to think and to say) that it is the 
sweetest rill in existence. 

• It is rough living with unsubdued, or only ])ar- 
tially subdued. Nature, but there is a wonderful 
fascination in it. The patient, leaden -footed, but 
always obedient drudge, Avho goes forth uncom- 
plainingly, albeit often with a sullen face, about her 
work, day after day, year after year ; who never 
I’cbels, never murmurs against her bad task-master 
Man, although sometimes the strength fails her so 
that she cannot complete the appointed task — this is 
Nature at home in England. How strange to see this 
stolid, immutable creature transformed beyond the 
seas into a flighty, capricious thing, that will not lie 
Avholly ruled by you, a beautiful wayward Undine, 
delighting you with her originality, and most lovable 
when she teases most ; a being of extremes, always 
either in laughter or tears, a tyrant and a slave alter- 
nately ; to-day shattering to pieces the work of yes- 
terday ; now cheerfully doing more than is required 
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of her ; aiiou the frantic vixen that buries lier 
malignant teeth into the hand that strikes or 
caresses lier. All these rapid incomprehensible 
changes, even when most v(‘xing and destructive to 
your plans, interest your mind, and call up a liun- 
(Ired latent energies ii- is a joy to discover. But 
you have not yet sounded all her depths ; nor can 
you imagine, seeing her Trecpient gay smiles, io 
what length her fierce resentnumt may carry her. 
Sometimes, as if roused to sudden Frenzy at the 
indignities yon are su])j(‘cting her to — hacking at her 
trees, turning np her ciisliioned soil, and trampling 
down her grass and flowers — she arrays herself in 
liei* blackest, most terrible aspect, and like? a Ix'auti- 
ful woman who in her fury has no regard for her 
beauty, she plucks up her iiobh'st trees by the roots, 
and scooping uj) the very soil Irom the earth 
whirls it aloft to give a more liorriblc gloom to the 
licaveus. And darkness not being terrifying enough, 
she kindles up the mighty chaos she has created 
into a blaze of intolerable light, while the solid 
world is shaken to its foundations with her wrathful 
thunders. When destruction seems about to fall 
on man and all his works, when you ai'c prostrate 
and I’eady to perish with excessive fear, lu, the mood 
changes, the furious passion has spent itself, and 
there is no trace left of it when you look up only to 
encounter her peaceful reassuring smile. These 
sublime moods are, however, infrequent and soon 
forgotten ; man learns to despise the threats of a 
cataclysm tliat never comes, and goes forth once 
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more to level the ancient trees, to invert the soil, 
and pasture his herds on her grasses and flowers. 
He will subdue the wild thing at last, but not yet ; 
many years will she struggle to retain her ancient 
sweet supremacy ; he cannot alter all at once tlie 
old order to which she clings tenaciously, as the red 
man to his savage life. Her attempt to frighten him 
away has failed. He laughs at her mask of terrors 
— he knows that it is only a mask ; and it suffocates 
her and cannot be long endured. She will cast it 
aside and fight him another way. She will stoop 
to his yoke and be docile only to betray and defeat 
him at the last. A thousand sti’ango tricks and 
surprises will she invemt to molest him. In a hun- 
dred forms she will buzz in his cars and prick his 
flesh with stings ; she will sicken him wdth the 
perfume of flowers, and poison liim with sweet 
honey; and when he lies down to rest, she will 
startle him with the suddem ap])arition of a pair of 
lidloss eyes and a flickering foiked tongue. He 
scatters the seed, and when he looks for the green 
heads to appear, the earth opens, and lo, an army 
of long-faced, yellow grasshoppers coine forth ! 
She, too, walking invisible at his side had scattered 
her miraculous seed along with his. Ho will not be 
beaten by her, he slays her striped and spotted 
creatures ; he dries up her marshes ; he consumes 
her forests and prairies with fire, and her wild things 
perish in myriads ; he covers her plains with herds 
of cattle, and waving fields of corn, and orchards of 
fruit-bearing trees. She hides her bitter wa'ath in 



The H'tir wi/h Natiar. 


91 


her heart, secretly slie goes out at dawn of day and 
blows her trumpet on the hills, summoning her in- 
numerable children to her aid. She is hard-pressed 
and cries to her children that love her to come and 
deliver her. Nor are they slow to hear. From 
north and south, from east and west, they come in 
armies of creeping things and in clouds that darken 
the air. Mice and crickets swarm in the fields ; a 
thousand insolent birds pull his scarecrows to pieces, 
and carry off the straw stuffing to build their nests ; 
every green thing is devoured ; the trees, stripped 
of their bark, stand like great white skeletons 
in the bare desolate fields, cracked and scorchc«l 
by the pitiless sun. When he is in des])air deliver- 
ance comes ; famine falls on the mighty host of 
his enemies ; they devour each other and perish 
utterly, 8till he lives to lament his loss ; to strive 
still, unsubdued and resolute. She, too, laments her 
lost children, which now, being dead, serve only to 
fertilixo the soil and give fresh strength to her im- 
placable enemy. And she, too, is unsubdued ; she 
dries her tears and laughs again ; she has found out a 
new weapon it will take him long to wrest from her 
hands. Out of many little humble plants she 
fashions the mighty noxious weeds ; they spring 
up in his footsteps, following him everywhere, and 
possess his fields like parasites, sucking up their 
moisture and killing their fertility. F very where, 
as if by a miracle, is spread the mantle of rich, green, 
noisome leaves, and the corn is smothered in beauti- 
ful flowers that yield only bitter seed and poison 
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fruit. He may cut them down iu the morning, in the 
night time they will grow again. AVith her beloved 
weeds she will wear oiit his .spirit and break his 
heart; she will sit .still at a distance and laugh 
while he grows weary of the hopeless struggle; and, 
at last, when he is ready to faint, she will go forth 
once more and blow her trumpet on the hills and 
call her inn\imerablc children to come' and fall on 
and destroy him utterly. 

; ■ This is no mei'e fancy porlrait, for .Nature hci'self 
sat for it in the de.sert, and it is p.ainted in true 
colours. Such is tlu* contest the settler embarks 
in — so various in its fortune.s, so full of great and 
sudden vicissitudes, calling for so much vigilance 
and sti-ategy on his part. If the dreams he sots out 
with are never rc'ali/.ed, ho is no worse off in this 
respect than other.s. To one, born and bred on the 
•])lain.s, the distant mountain range is ever a region 
of enchantment; when he reaches it the glory is no 
more; the opalc.scent tints and blue ethereal shadows 
of noon, tlie violet hues of the sunset have vanished. 
There is nothing after all but a rude confusion of 
piled rocks ; but although this is not what he ex- 
pected, he ends by preferring the mountain’s rough- 
ness to the monotony of the j)hun. The man who 
finishes his course by a fall from his horse, or is 
swept away and drowned when fording a swollen 
stream, has, in most cases, spent a happier life 
than he who dies of apoplexy in a coilnting-house 
or dining-room ; or, who, finding that end which 
seemed so infinitely beautiful to Leigh Hunt (which 
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to me seems so nuutter;il)ly liateful), drops his 
white face oil the opcoi hook before him. Cerlainly 
he has boeu loss world-wcnry, and has never been 
lieard to whine and snivel about th(' vanity of all 
thinefs. 
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l.llfR rx VATAOnXIA. 

From the dribbling warfare dcscribc'd in the last 

o 

chapter, with clouds of winged things for principal 
enemy, let us go back once more to that sterner 
conflict with hostile men, in which the isolated 
little colony has so often been involved during its 
century of existence. One episode from its event- 
ful history 1 wish to relate, for in this instance the 
Patagonians had, for once, to oppose a foreign and 
civilized foe. The story is so strange, oven in the 
romantic annals of South America, as to seem 
almost incredible. The main facts are, however, 
to be found in historical documents. The details 
given here were taken from tlie lips of persons 
living on the spot, and who had been familiar with 
the story from childhood. 

Very early in this century the Brazilians became 
convinced that in the Argentine nation they had a 
determined foe to their aggressive and plundering 
policy, and for many years they waged war against 
Buenos Ayres, putting forth all their feeble energies 
in opei’ations by land and sea to crush their trouble- 
some neighbour, until 1828, when they finally aban- 
doned the contest. During this war the Imperial- 
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ists c-onceivecl tlie icU'ii of oa])1,m-iiif^ l.lio .Patagonian 
settlomont of El Cannon, wliicli tlujy knew t.o bo 
quite unprotected. Throe sliij)s of war, with a 
largo number of soldiers, wore sent out to effect 
this insignificant cornpiest, and in due time reached 
the llio Negro. One of the ships came to grief on 
the bar, which is very diflicnlt ; and there it 
eventually became a total wreck. The other two 
succeeded in getting safely into the river. TIu^ 
troo])S, to the number of 5()0 men, wore disem- 
barked and sent, on to capture the town, which is 
twenty miles distatit from the sea. The ships at 
the same time proceeded up the river, though it 
was scarcely thought that their co-operation would 
be required to take so weak a place as the Carmen, 
Happily for tho colonists, the Lhperial armada 
found the navigation difficult, and one of the ships 
ran on to a sandbank about half way to tho town ; 
the other proceeded alouc only to arrive when it 
was all over with the land force. This force, find- 
ing it impossible to continue its march near the 
river, owing to the steep hills intersected by valleys 
and ravines and covered with a dense forest of 
thorns, was compelled to take a circuitous route 
leading it several miles away from the water. 
Tidings of the approaching army soon reached the 
Carmen, and all able-bodied men within call were 
quickly mustered in the fort. They numbered only 
seventy, but the Patagonians were determined to 
defend themselves. Women and children wore 
brought into the fort ; guns were loaded and placed 
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in position ; tlion tlie {.‘oniinaiKlor liad a happy in- 
spivatioii, nnd all tlio strong wo m('n were made to 
dis])lay tliems(;lv(‘s on the walls in male attire. 
Jhnnniy .soldier.s, hastii}’^ improvised from hlochs of 
wood, bolst(.'rs, and other materials, woi'o also placed 
at inf('rvals ; so that when the Brazilians arrived in 
siglil thi'y wore surprised to see foiu’or five hundred 
men, as they thought, ou the ramparts before tlumi. 
From the high ground behind the town Avhere they 
had halted they commanded a view of the river for 
several miles, but th(> expected ships were not yet. 
in sight. The day had b('(m oppressively hot, with- 
out a cloud, and that march of about thiidy miles 
over the waterless desert had exhausted the men. 
Probaldy they had been suffering from sea,-sicknes,s 
during the voyage; at any rate, tluy were now mad 
with thirst, worn out, and not in a tit state to 
attack a position seoiningly >so strongly defended. 
They dotermiiicd to retire, and wait for a day or 
two, and then at.tack the ])lace in concert with the 
ships. To the joy and aiuazcmeid. of the Pata- 
gonians, their foiauidabhi enemy left without tiring 
a shot. Another happy inspiration came to the aid 
of the commander, and as soon as the Itrazilians 
had disajipeared behind the rising ground, his 
seventy men were hastily dispatched to collect and 
bring in all the hoi'ses pasturing in the valley. 
When the invaders had been about three or four 
hours ou their spiritless return march, the thunder 
of innumerable hoofs was heard behind them, and 
looking back, they beheld a great army, as they 
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imagined in their terror, charging down upon them. 
These were tlieir seventy foes spread in an immense 
half-moon, in the hollow of which over a thousand 
horses were being driven along at frantic s]_ioed. 
The Brazilians received their equine enemy with a 
di.scharge of musketry ; but though many horses 
were slain or wounded, the frantic yells of the 
drivers behind still urged them on, and in a few 
moments, blind with panic, they were trampling 
down the invaders. In the meantime the Pata- 
gonians were firing into the confused mass of horses 
and men ; and by a singular chance — a miracle it 
was held to be at the time — the officer commanding 
f.he Imperial troops was shot dead by a stray 
bullet; then the inon threw down their arms and 
surrendered at discretion — 500 disciplined soldiers 
of the Empire to seventy poor Patagonians, mostly 
farmers, tradesmen, and artisans. The honour of 
the Empire was very little to those famishing 
wretches crying out with frothing moutlis for water 
instead of quarter. Leaving their muskets scattered 
about the plain, they were marched by their captors 
down to the river, which was about four miles off, 
and reached it at a point just whore the bank slopes 
down between the Parrot’s Cliff on one side, and 
the house I resided in on the other. Like a herd of 
cattle maddened with thirst, they rushed into the 
water, trampling each other down in their haste, so 
that many were smothered, while others, pushed too 
far out by the surging mass behind, were swept 
from their feet by the swift current and drowned. 

H 
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When tliey had drunk tlicir fill, they were driven 
like cattle to the Carmen and shut up within the 
fort. In the evening the ship ari’ived before the 
town, and, going a little too near the shore on the 
opposite side, ran aground. The men in her were 
(|uickly apprised of the disaster which had over- 
taken the land force ; meanwhile the rc^solute Pata- 
gonians, concealed amongst the trees on the shore, 
began to ])eppor the deck with inusket-balls ; the 
Brazilians, in terror for their lives, leaped into the 
water and swam to land ; and when darkness fell, 
the colonists had crowned their brave day’s work 
by the capture of the Imperial war-vessel Ifaparica. 
No doubt it Avas soon pulled to pieces, good build- 
ing material being rather ex])onsive on tlie Bio 
Negro; a portion of tlie wreck, however, still lies 
in the river, and ofte]), Avhen the tide Avas low, and 
those old brown timbers came up above the surface, 
like the gaunt fossil I’ibs of some gigantic Pliocene 
monster, I haA'o got out of my boat and stood upon 
them experiencing a feeling of great satisfixetion. 
Thus the aAvfnl war-cloud burst, and the little 
colony, by pluck and cunning and readiness to 
strike at the proper moment, saved itself from the 
disgrace of being comjuered by the infamous 
Empire of the tropics. 

During my residence at the house alongside the 
Parrot’s Cliff, one of our neighbours T was very 
much interested in was a man named Sosa. He 
was famed for an almost preternatural keenness of 
sight, had great experience of the Avild life of the 
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frontier, and was always employed as a scout in 
times of Indian warfare. lie was also a celebrated 
horse-thief. His horse-stealing propensities were 
ineradicable, and had to bo winked at on account 
of his nsofulncss ; so that he was left in a great 
measure to his own devices. He was, in fact, a fox 
hired to act as watch-dog to the colony in times of 
danger ; and though the victims of his numberless 
thefts had always been anxious to wreak personal 
vengeance on him, his vulpine sagacity liad so far 
enabled him to escape them all. My interest in him 
arose from the fact that he was the son of a man 
wdiose name figures in Argentine history. Bosa’s 
father was an illiterate gauclio — a man of tlio plains 
— possessing faculties so keen that to ordinary 
beings his feats of vision and hearing, and liis sense of 
direction on the monotonous pampas, seemed almost 
miraculous. As he also possessed other qualities 
suitable to a leader of men in a semi-savage region, 
he rose in time to the command of the south-western 
frontier, where his numerous victories over the 
Indians gave him so great a prestige that the 
jealousy of the Dictator Rosas — the Nero of South 
America, as he was called by his enemies — was 
roused, and at his instigation Sosa was removed by 
means of a cup of poison. The son, though in all 
other respects a degenerate being, inherited his 
father’s wonderful senses. One instance of his 
keen-sightedness which I heard struck mo as very 
curious. In 1861 Sosa had found it prudent to 
disappear for a season from the colony, and in the 

H 2 
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company of five or six more gaiiclios — also offenders 
against tlio law, who had flown to the refuge of the 
desert — he amused himself by hunting ostriches 
along the Rio Colorado. On the 1 2th of March the 
hunters were camping besido a grove of willows in 
the valley, and about nine o’clock that evening, 
while seated round the fire roasting their ostrich 
meat, Sosa suddenly sprang to his feet and held his 
open hand high above his head for some moments. 
“ There is not a breath of wind blowing,” he ex- 
claimed, “ yet the leaves of the trees are trembling. 
What can this portend ? ” The others stared at 
the trees, but could sec no motion, and began to 
laugh and jeer at him. Presently he sat down 
again, remarking that the trembling had ceased ; 
but during the rest of the evening he seemed very 
much disturbed in his mind. He remarked re- 
peatedly that such a thing had never happened in 
his experience before, for, ho said, he could feel a 
breath of wind before the leaves felt it, and there 
had been no wind ; he feared that it was a warning of 
some disaster about to overtake their party. The 
disaster was not for them. On that evening, when 
Sosa sprang up terrified and pointed to the leaves 
Avhich to the others appeared motionless, occurred 
the earthquake which destroyed the distant city of 
Mendoza, crushing twelve thousand people to death 
in its fall. That the subterranean wave extended 
east to the Plata, and southwards into Patagonia, 
was afterwards known, for in the cities of Rosario 
and Buenos Ayres clocks stopped, and a slight 
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shock was also experienced iu the Carmen on tlie 
Rio Negro. 

My liost, whoso Christian name was Ventura, 
being a Patagonian by birth, and not far off fifty 
years old, must, I imagined, have seen a thousand 
things worth relating, and T frequently importuned 
him to tell some of his early experiences in the 
settlement. But somehow he invariably drifted into 
amorous and gambling reminiscences, interesting in 
their way, some of them, but they were not the 
kind of recollections I wished to hear. The empire 
of his affections had been divided between Cupid 
and cards ; and apparently everything he had seen 
or experienced in fifty eventful years, unless it had 
some relation to one of these two divinities, was 
clean forgotten — cast away from him like the ends 
of the innumerable cigarettes he had been smoking 
all his life. Once, how'ever, a really interesting 
adventure of his boyhood was recalled accidentally 
to his mind. He came home one evening from the 
Carmen, whore ho had been spending the day, and 
during supper told me the following story. 

When he was about sixteen years old he was sent 
one day with four others — three lads like himself, 
and a middle-aged' man named Marcos in charge of 
them — with a herd of horses required for military 
service at a place twenty-five leagues uj) the river. 
For, at that period, every person was at the beck 
and call of the commander of the colony. Half 
way to their destination there was a corral, or 
cattle-enclosure, standing two or three hundred 
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yards from tho river, but miles away from any 
habitation. They drove their animals into tho 
corral, and, after unsaddling and turning loose the 
beasts they had ridden, were about to catch fresh 
horses, when a troop of Indians was spied charging 
down upon them. “ Follow mo, boys ! ” shouted 
Marcos, for there was no time to lose, and away 
they rushed to the river, throwing off their clothes 
as they ran. In a few moments they were in the 
water swimming for life, the shouts of the savages 
ringing in their ears. The river at this point was 
about eight hundred feet broad, with a strong current, 
and two of the lads dared not venture across, but 
escaped, diving and swimming along under- the 
shadow of tiro bank like a couple of water-rats or 
wounded ducks, and finally concealed themselves 
in a reed bed at some distance. Tho others, led 
by Marcos, being good swimmers like most of the 
Patagonians, struck boldly out for tho opposite 
shore. But when they approached it and were 
beginning to congratulate themselves on their 
escape, they were suddenly confronted with another 
party of mounted Indians, standing a few yards 
back from the margin and quietly waiting their 
arrival. They turned and swam away to the middle 
of the stream once more : hero one of them, a youth 
named Damian, began to exclaim that he was 
getting tired, and would sink unless Marcos would 
save him. Marcos told him to save himself if he 
could ; then Damian, bitterly reproaching him for 
his selfishness, declared that he would swim back to 
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the side they had started from and give himself up 
to the Indians. Naturally tlity made no objection, 
being unable to help him ; and so Dajuian left them, 
and when the Indians saw him approaching they got 
off their horses and came down to the margin, their 
lances in their hands. Of course Damian knew 
right well that savages seldom burden themselves 
with a male captive when they happen to bo out on 
the war-path ; but ho was a clever boy, and though 
death by steel was more painful than death by 
drowning, there was still a faint chance that his 
captors might have compassion on him. Ho began, 
in fact, to appeal to their mercy from the moment 
he abandoned his companions. “ Indians ! fiicnds ! 
brothers ! ” ho shouted aloud from the water. “ Do 
not kill me : in heart I am an Indian like one of 
yourselves, and no Christian. My skin is white, I 
know ; but 1 hate my own race, to escape from 
them has always been my one desire. To live with 
the Indians I love, in the desert, that is the only 
wish of my heart. Spare me, brothers, take mo 
Avith you, and I will serve you all my life. Let me 
live with you, hunt with you, fight with you — 
especially against the hated Christians.” 

In the middle of the river Marcos lifted up his 
face and laughed hoarsely to hear this elo(]uent 
address ; though they expected to see poor Damiau 
thrust through with spears the very next juoment, ho 
could not help laughing. They watched him arrive, 
still loudly crying out for mercy, astonishing them 
very much with his oratorical powers, for Damiau 
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had not hitherto made any display of this kind of 
talent. The Indians took him by the hands and 
drew him out of the water, then, surrounding him, 
walked him away to the corral, and from that 
moment Damian disappeared from the valley ; for 
on a search being made afterwards, not even his 
bones, picked clean by vultures and foxes, could be 
found. 

After seeing the last of their comrade, and keep- 
ing themselves afloat with the least possible exertion, 
Marcos and Ventura were cariied down the stream 
by the swift current till tliey gained a small island 
in the middle of the river. With the drift-wood 
found on it they constructed a raft, binding the 
sticks together with long grass and rushes, and on 
it they floated down stream to the inhabited portion 
of the valley, and so eventually made their escape. 

The reason why my host told me this story 
instead of one of his usual love intrigues or gambling 
adventures was because that very day he had seen 
Damian once more, just returned to the settlement 
where ho had so long been forgotten by everyone. 
Thirty years of exposure to the sun and wind of the 
desert had made him so brown, while in manner 
and speech he had grown so like an Indian, that 
the poor amateur savage found it hard at first to 
establish his identity. Ilis relations had, however, 
been poor, and had long passed away, leaving 
nothing for him to inherit, so that there was no 
reason to discredit his strange story. He related 
that when the Indians drew him from the water and 
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carried him back to the corral they disagreed among 
themselves as to what they should do to him. 
Luckily one of them understood Spanish, and trans- 
lated to the others the substance of Damian’s 
speech delivered from the water. When they (pies- 
tioned their captive he invented m.any other 
ingenious lies, saying that he was a poor orphan 
boy, and that the cruel treatment his master sub- 
jected him to had made him resolve to escape to the 
Indians. The only feeling he had towards his own 
race, he assured them, was one of undying animosity ; 
and ho was ready to vow that if they would only 
let him join their tribe ho would always be ready 
for a raid on the Christian settlement. To see the 
entire white race swept away with fire and steel 
was, in fact, the cherished hope of his heart. Their 
savage breasts were touched with his piteous tale 
of sufferings ; his revengeful feelings wore believed 
to be genuine, and they took him to their own 
home, where ho was permitted to share in the 
simple delights of the aborigines. They belonged 
to a tribe very powerful at that time, inhabiting a 
district called Las Manzanas — that is, the Apple 
Country — situated at the sources of the llio Negro 
in the vicinity of the Andos. 

There is a tradition that shortly after the con- 
quest of South America a few courageous Jesuit 
priests crossed over from Chili to the eastern slopes of 
the Andes to preach Christianity to the tribes there, 
and that they took with them implements of hus- 
bandry, grain, and seeds of European fruits. The 
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missionaries soon met their death, and all that 
remained of their labours among the heathen wore 
a few apple-trees they had planted. These trees 
found a soil and climate so favourable, that they 
soon began to propagate spontaneously, becoming 
exceedingly abundant. Certain it is that now, after 
two or three centuries of neglect by man, these 
wild apple-trees still yield excellent fruit, which the 
Indians eat, and from which they also make a 
fermented liquor they call cki-chi. 

To this far-off fertile region Damian was taken 
to lead the kind of life he professed to love. Here 
were hill, forest, and clear swift river, great un- 
dulating plains, the pleasant pasture-lands of the 
huanaoo, ostrich, and wild horse ; and beyond all 
in the west the stupendous mountain range of the 
Cordilleras — a realm of enchautinent and ever- 
changing beauty. Very soon, however, when the 
novelty of the new life had worn off, together with 
the exultation ho had experienced at his escape 
from cruel death, his heart began to be eaten up 
with secret grief, and he pined for his own people 
again. Escape was impossible : to have revealed 
his true feelings would have exposed him to instant 
cruel death. To take kindly to the savage way 
of life, outwardly at least, was now his only course. 
With cheerful countenance he went forth on long 
hunting expeditions in the depth of winter, exposed 
all day to bitter cold and furious storms of wind 
and sleet, cursed and beaten for his awkwardness 
by his fellow-huntsmen j at night stretching his 
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acliing limbs on the wet stony ground, with the 
rug they permitted him to wear for oidy covering. 
When the hunters were unlucky it was customary 
to slaughter a horse for food. The wretched 
animal would be first drawn up by its hind legs 
and suspended from the branches of a great tree, 
so that all the blood might bo caught, for this is 
the chief delicacy of the Patagonian savage. An 
artery would be opened in tlie neck and the spout- 
ing blood caught in large earthen vessels ; then, 
when the savages gathered round to the feast, poor 
Damian would be with them to drink his sliare of 
the abhorred liquid, hot from the heart of tlie still 
living brute. In autumn, when the apples were fer- 
mented in pits dug in the earth and lined with horse 
hides to prevent the juice from escaping, he would take 
part, as became a true savage, in the grand annual 
drinking bouts. The women would first go round 
carefully gathering up all knives, spears, bolas, or 
other weapons dangerous in the hands of drunken 
men, to carry them away into the forest, where they 
would conceal themselves with the children. Then 
for days the warriors would give themselves up to 
the joys of intoxication ; and at such times unhappy 
Damian would come in for a largo share of ridicule, 
blows, and execrations ; the Indians being full of 
boisterous fun or else truculent in their cups, and 
loving above all things to have a Kolco-lmiache, or 
“ white fool ” for a butt. 

At length, when he came to man’s estate, was 
fluent in their language, and outwardly in all things 
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like a savage, a wife was bestowed on him, and she 
bore him several children. Those ho had first 
known as grown up or old men gradually died off, 
were killed, or drifted away ; children who had 
always known Damian as one of the tribe grew to 
manhood, and it was forgotten that ho had ever 
been a Christian and a captive. Yet still, with 
his helpmate by his side, weaving rugs and raiment 
for him or ministering to his wants — for the 
Indian wife is always industrious and the patient, 
willing, affectionate slave of her lord — and with 
all his young barbarians at play on the grass 
before his hut, ho would sit in the waning sun- 
light oppressed with sorrow, dreaming the old 
dreams he could not banish from his heart. And 
at last, when his wife began to grow wrinkled and 
dark-skinned, as a middle-aged Indian mother in- 
variably does, and when his children Avere becoming 
men, the gnawing discontent at his breast made 
him resolve to leave the tribe and the life he 
secretly hated. He joined a hunting-party going 
towards the Atlantic coast, and after travelling 
for some days with them his opportunity came, 
when he secretly left them and made his way alone 
to the Carmen. 

“ And there he is,” concluded Ventura, when he 
had told the stoiy, with undisguised contempt for 
Damian in his tone, “ an Indian and nothing less ! 
Does he imagine he can ever be like one of us after 
living that life for thirty years ? If Marcos were 
alive, how he would laugh to see Damian back 
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again, sitting cross-legged on the floor, solemn as 
a cacique, brown as old leather, and calling himself 
a white man ! Yet here he says lie will remain, and 
here amongst Christians he will die. Fool, why 

did he not escape 
twenty years ago, 
or, having re- 
mained so 
long in the 
desert, why 
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wliere Ixe had first seen the light ; listening to the 
bells from the church tower as he had listened to 
them in childhood, and perhaps for the first time 
realizing in a dull vague kind of way that it might 
never more be with him as it had been in the 
vanished past. Possibly also, the memory of his 
savage spouse who had loved him many years 
would add some bitterness to his strange isolated 
life. For, far away in their old home, she would 
still wait for him, vainly hoping, fearing much, dim- 
eyed with sorrow and long watching, yet never 
seeing his form I’eturning to her out of the mysterious 
haze of the desert ! 

Poor Damian, and poor wife ! 



CHAPTER VIIT. 


SNOW, AND THE QUALITY OF WHITENESS. 

In August, the April of the Argentine poets, we had 
some piercingly cold weather, followed by a fall of 
snow. Heaven be praised for it ! for never again, 
perhaps, shall I see earth transfigured by the breath 
of antarctic winter. I had spent the night in the 
village, and it was a strange and weirdly beautiful 
sight, when, on rising next morning, I beheld roads, 
housetops, ti’ees, and the adjacent hills, Avhite with 
a surpassing unfamiliar whiteness. The morning 
was mild, with a dull leaden sky; and suddenly, as 
I stood in the street, the snow began to fall again, 
and continued for about an hour. Most of that time 
I spent standing motionless, gazing up into the air, 
peopled with innumerable large slow-descending 
flakes : only those of my English readers who, like 
Kingsley, have longed for a sight of tropical vege- 
tation and scenery, and have at lant had their long- 
ing gratified, can appreciate my sensations on first 
beholding snow. 

My visit to Patagonia so far had boon rich in ex- 
periences. One of the first, just before touching its 
shores, but after the ship had struck on the hidden 
rocks, was the effect of whiteness as seen in a tumul- 
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tuous milky sea; and now, after several months 
there came this snow-fall, and a vaster and stranger 
whiteness. My uppermost feeling at the time was 
one of delight at seeing what I had been hoping for 
months to see, but had now, when winter was so 
nearly over, ceased to hope for. This pleasure 
was purely intellectual; but when I ask myself if 
there was anything besides, a deeper, undefinable 
feeling, I can only answer, I think not : my first 
experience of snow does not lead me to believe 
that there is any instinctive feeling in us related 
to it ; that the feeling which so many, perhaps a 
majority of persons, expox’ience on seeing the earth 
whitened by the breath of winter, must be accounted 
for in some other way. 

In Ilerraan Melville’s romance of Moby Dick, or 
The Whale, there is a long dissertation, perhaps tlie 
finest thing in the book, on Avhiteness in nature, 
and its effect on the mind. It is an interesting 
and somewhat obscure subject ; and, as Melville is 
the only writer I know who has dealt with it, and 
something remains to bo said, I may look to be 
pardoned for dwelling on it at some length in this 
place. 

Melville recalls the fact that in numberless 
natural objects whiteness enhances beauty, as if it 
imparted some special virtue of its own, as in 
marbles, japonicas, pearls; that the quality of 
whiteness is emblematic of whatever we regard as 
high and most worthy of reverence ; that it has for 
us innumerable beautiful and kindly associations. 
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Yet, he goes on to say , for all these accumulated 
associations with whatever is sweet, and honourable, 
and sublime, there lurks an illusive something in the 
innermost idea of this hue which strikes more of 
panic to the soul than the redness which affrighl.s in 
blood. He is no doubt right that there is a mys- 
terious illusive something affecting us in the thought 
of whiteness ; but, then, so illusive is it, and in most 
cases so transient in its effect, that only when wo 
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are told of it do we look for and recognize its 
existence in us. And this only with regard to cer- 
tain things, a distinction which Melville failed to 
see, this being his first mistake in his attempt to 
“ solve the incantation of whiteness.” His second 
and greatest error is in the assumption that the 
quality of whiteness, apart from the object it is 
associated with, has anything extranatural or super- 
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natural to the mind. There is no “ super- 
naturalism in the hue,” no “ spectralness over the 
fancy,” in the thought of the whiteness of white 
clouds ; of the white horses of the sea ; of white 
sea-birds, and white water-fowl, such as swans, 
storks, egrets, ibises, and many others ; nor in white 
beasts, not dangerous to us, wild or domestic, nor 
in white flowers. These may bloom in such profu- 
sion as to whiten whole fields, as with snow, and 
their whiteness yet be no more to the fancy than the 
yellows, purples, and reds of other kinds. In the 
same way the whiteness of the largest masses of 
white clouds has no more of supernaturalness to the 
mind than the blueness of the sky and the greenness 
of vegetation. Again, on still hot days on tlie 
pampas the level earth is often seen glittering with 
the silver whiteness of the mirage ; and this is also 
a common natural appearance to the mind, like the 
whiteness of summer clouds, of sea foam, and of 
flowers. 

From all these examples, and many others might 
be added, it seems evident that the ” illusive some- 
thing,” which Melyille found in the innermost idea 
of this hue — a something that strikes more of panic 
to the soul than the redness which aflrights in 
blood — does not reside in the quality of whiteness 
itself. 

After making this initial mistake, he proceeds to 
name all those natural objects which, being white, 
produce in us the various sensations he mentions, 
mysterious and ghostly, and in various ways un- 
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pleasant and painful. What is it, he asks, that in 
the albino so peculiarly repels aud shocks the eye, 
as that sometimes ho is loathed by his own kith aud 
kin ? He has a great deal to say of the polar bear, 
and the white shark of the tropical seas, and con- 
cludes that it is their wliitenoss that makes them so 
much more terrible to us than other savage rapa- 
cious creatures that are dangerous to man. Ho 
speaks of the muffled rolling of a milky sea ; the 
rustlings of the festooned frost of mountains; the 
desolate shif tings of the windrowed snows of prairies. 
Finally, he asks, whence, in peculiar moods, comes 
that gigantic phantom over the soul at the bare 
mention of a White Sea, a White S(]uall, Wliite 
Mountains, etc., etc. 

He assumes all along that the cause of the feeling, 
however it may differ in degree and otherwise, 
according to the nature and magnitude of the sub- 
ject, is one and the same in all cases, that the cause 
is in the whiteness, and not in the object with which 
that quality is associated. 

The albino case need not detain us long ; and 
here Melville’s seafai’ing experiences might have 
suggested a better explanation. Sailors, I am con- 
vinced from observation, are very primitive in their 
impulses, and hate, and often unite in persecuting, a 
companion who, owing to failing strength or some 
physical defect, is not able to do his share of the 
work. Savages and scmi-barbai-ous ])eoplo often 
cherish a strong animosity against a constantly 
ailing, crippled, or otherwise defective member of 

1 2 
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the community : and albinism is associated with 
weakness of vision, and other defects, which miglit 
be a sufficient cause of the aversion. Even among 
the highly civilized and humane, the sight of sick- 
ness is probably always, in some measure, repulsive 
and shocking, especially in cases in which the skin 
loses its natural colour, such as anmmia, consump- 
tion, chlorosis, and jaundice. 'J'his natural and 
universal cause of dislike of the albino would be 
strengthened among pure savages by tho supersti- 
tious element — the belief that the abnormal paleness 
of the individual was supernatural, that want of 
colour signified absence of soul. 

As to the white shark of the tropics, the simplest 
explanation of the greater terror inspired by this 
creature would be that, being white, and therefore 
conspicuous above all other dangerous creatures, 
the sight would be more attracted to it, its image 
would become more fixed, and look larger and more 
formidable in the mind, and it would be more often 
thought about apprehensively, with the result that 
there would be a predisposition to regard it with a 
fear exceeding that inspired by other creatures 
equally or even more dangerous to hirman life, but 
inconspicuously coloured, hence not so vividly seen, 
and creating no such distinct and persistent mental 
image. Let us consider what would be the 
effect of the appearance of a warrior, habited in 
snowy white, or shining gold, or vivid scarlet, or 
flame-colour, among a host of contending men, 
fighting in the old fashion with sword and spear and 
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battle-axe, all clothed and avraoured in dull neutral 
or sombre colom’S. Wherever he appeared every 
eye would bo attracted to him ; his movements and 
actions would bo followed with intense interest by 
all, and by his antagonists with keen apprehension ; 
every time ho parried a blow aimed at his life ho 
would appear invulnerable to the lookers on, and 
whenever an enemy went down before him it would 
seem that a supernatural energy nerved his arm, 
that the gods were fighting on his side. So great 
is the effect of mere conspicuousness ! Any white 
savage beast would, bccaiise of its whiteness, or 
conspicuousnoss, seem more dangerous than another; 
and a Chillingham bull, no doubt, inspires more 
fear in a person exposed to attack than a red or 
black bull. On the other hand, sheep and lambs, 
although their washed fleeces look whiter than snow, 
are regarded as indifferently as rabbits and fawns, 
and their whiteness is notldng bo us. 

Something more remains to be said about white- 
ness in animals, which must come later. It will be 
more in order to speak first of the whiteness of 
snow, and the whiteness of a seething ocean. We 
are all capable of experiencing something of that 
feeling, so powerfully described by Melville, at the 
sight of the muffled rollings of a milky sea, and 
white mountains, and the desolate shiftings of wind- 
rowed snows on vast stretches of level earth. But 
doubtless in many the feeling would bo slight ; 
there is an “ illusive something ” in us when we 
behold the earth suddenly whitened with snow ; but 
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the feeling does not last, and is speedily forgotten, 
or else set down as an effect of mere novelty. In 
Melville it was very strong ; it stirred him deeply, 
and caused him to ponder with awe on its meaning ; 
and the conclusion ho came to was that it is an 
instinct in us — an instinct similar to that of the 
horse with regard to the smell of some animal 
which has the effect of violently agitating it. He 
calls it an inherited experience. “ Nor, in some 
things,” he says, “ does the common hereditary ex- 
perience of all mankind fail to bear witness to the 
supernaturalism of this hue.” Finally, the feeling 
speaks to us of appalling things in a remote past, 
of unimaginable desolations, and stupendous cala- 
mities overwhelming the race of man. 

It is a sublime conception, adequately expressed ; 
and as we read the imagination pictures to us the 
terrible struggle of our hardy barbarous progenitors 
against the bitter killing cold of the last glacial 
period ; but the picture is vague, like striving human 
figures in a landscape half obliterated by wind- 
driven snow. It was a struggle that endured for 
long ages, until the gigantic white phantom, from 
which men sought everywhere to fl.y, came to be a 
phantom of the mind, a spectralness over the fancy, 
and instinctive horror, which the surviving remnant 
transmitted by inheritance down to our own distant 
times. 

It is more than likely that cold has been one of 
the oldest and deadliest enemies to our race ; never- 
theless, I reject Melville’s explanation in favour of 
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another, which seems more simple and satisfactory 
— to its author, at all events : which is, that that 
mysterious something that moves us at the sight of 
snow springs from the animism that exists in us, 
and our animistic way of regarding all exceptional 
phenomena. The mysterious feelings produced in 
us by the sight of a snow-whitened earth are not 
singular, but are similar in character to the feelings 
caused by many other phenomena, and they may be 
experienced, although in a very slight degree, 
almost any day of our lives, if wo live with nature. 

It must be explained that animism is not used 
hero in the sense that Tyler gives it in his rrimitive 
Culture : in that work it signifies a theory of life, 
a philosophy of primitive man, which has been 
supplanted among civilized people by a more ad- 
vanced philosophy. Animism here means not a 
doctrine of souls that survive the bodies and objects 
they inhabit, but the mind’s projection of itself into 
nature, its attribution of its own sentient life and 
intelligence to all things — that primitive universal 
faculty on which the animistic philosophy of the 
savage is founded. When our philosophers tell us 
that this faculty is obsolete in us, that it is effec- 
tually killed by ratiocination, or that it only survives 
for a period in our children, I believe they are 
wrong, a fact which they could find out for them- 
selves if, leaving their books and theories, they 
would take a solitary walk on a moonlit night in the 
“Woods of Westermain,” or any other woods, since 
all are enchanted. 
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Let us remember that our poets, who speak 
not scientifically but in the language of passion, 
wlion they say that the sun rejoices in the sky and 
laughs at the storm ; that the earth is glad with 
flowers in spring, and the autumn fields happy ; that 
the clouds frown and weep, and the wind sighs and 
“ utters something mournful on its way ” — that in 
all this they speak not in metaphor, as wo are taught 
to say, but that in moments of excitement, when 
wo revert to primitive conditions of mind, the earth 
and all nature is alive and intelligent, and feels as 
wo feel. When, after a spell of dull weather, the 
sun unexpectedly shines out warm and brilliant, who 
has not felt in that first glad instant that all 
nature shared his conscious gladness ? Or, in the 
first hours of a great bereavement, who has not 
experienced a feeling of wonder and even resentment 
at the sight of blue smiling skies and a sun-flushed 
earth ? 

“We have all,” says Vignoli, “ however unac- 
customed to give an account of our acts and func- 
tions, found ourselves in circumstances which pro- 
duced the momentary personification of natural 
objects. The sight of some extraordinary pheno- 
menon produces a vague sense of someone acting 
with a given purpose.” Not assuredly of “ some- 
one ” outside of and above the natural phenomenon, 
but in and one with it, just as the act of a man 
proceeds from him, and is the man. 

It is doubtless true that we are animistic to this 
extent only at rare moments, and in exceptional cir- 
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cnmstances, and during certain aspects of nature 
that recur only at long intervals. And of all such 
aspects of nature and extraordinary phenomena, 
snow is perliaps the most impressive, and is cer- 
tainly one of the most widely known on the earth, 
and most intimately associated in the mind with 
the yearly suspension of nature’s beneficent activity, 
and all that this means to the human family — the 
failure of food and consequent want, and the suffer- 
ing and danger from intense cold. This traditional 
knowledge of an inclement period in nature only 
serves to intensify the animism that finds a given 
purpose in all natural phenomena, and sees in the 
whiteness of earth the sign of a great unwelcome 
change. Change not death, since nature’s life is 
eternal ; but its sweet friendly warmth and softness 
have died out of it ; there is no longer any recogni- 
tion, any bond ; and if we were to fall down and 
pei’ish by the wayside, there would be no com- 
passion : it is sitting apart and solitary, cold and 
repelling, its breath suspended, in a trance of grief 
or passion ; and although it sees us it is as though 
it saw us not, even as we see pebbles and withered 
leaves on the ground, when some great sorrow has 
dazed us, or when some deadly purpose is in our 
heart. 

Just as with regard to snow the animistic feeling 
is strongest in those who inhabit regions where 
winter is severe, and who annually see this change 
in nature, so the “ muffled rollings of a milky sea ” 
will strike more of panic to the sailor’s soul than to 
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t}iafc of the landsman. Melville I’elates an anecdote 
of an old sailor who swooned from terror at the 
sight of an ocean white with the foam of breakers 
among which the ship was driven. He afterwards 
declared that it was not the thought of the danger, 
for to danger he was accustomed, but the whiteness 
of the sea that overcame him? And to his animistic 
mind that whiteness was nothing but the sign 



of ocean’s wrath — the sight of its tremendous 
passion and deadly purpose proved too appalling. 

There is no doubt that the conditions of the 
sailor’s life tend to bring out and strengthen the 
latent animism that is in all of us ; the very ship he 
navigates is to his mind alive and intelligent, how 
much more the ocean, which, even to landsmen on 
each return to it after an interval, seems no mere 
expanse of water, but a living conscious thing. It 
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was only my strangeness to tlio sea which pre- 
vented the sight of its whiteness from affecting me 
profoundly : animism in me is strongest with 
regard to terrestrial phenomena, with wliich I am 
more familiar. 

To return, before concluding this chapter, to the 
subject of white animals. And first a word or two 
concerning the great polar bear : is it not probable 
that the extreme fear it inspires, which is said by 
those who have encountered this animal to exceed 
greatly that which is experienced at the sight of 
other savage beasts that are dangerous to man, is 
due to its association with the death-like repellent 
whiteness and desolation of polar scenei’y ? 

With regard to abnormal whiteness in animals 
that are familiar to us, the sight always affects us 
strangely, even in so innocent and insignificant a 
creature as a starling, or blackbird, or lapwing. 
The rarity, conspicuousness, and abnormality in 
colour of the object are scarcely enough to account 
for the intensity of the interest excited. Among 
savages the distinguishing whiteness is sometimes 
regarded as supernatural : and this fact inclines mo 
to believe that, just as any extraordinary phe- 
nomenon produces a vague idea of someone acting 
with a given purpose, so in the case of the white 
animal, its whiteness has not come by accident and 
chance, but is the result of the creature’s volition 
and the outward sign of some excellence of the 
intelligent soul distinguishing it from its fellows. 
In Patagonia I heard of a case bearing on this 
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point. On the plain some thirty miles east of 
Salinas Grandes, in a small band of ostriches there 
appeared one pure white individual. Some of the 
Indians, when out hunting, attempted its capture, 
but they soon ceased to chase it, and it was called 
thereafter the god of the ostriches, and it was said 
among them that some great disaster, perhaps 
death, would overtake any person who should do it 
harm. 
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CHAPTER IX. 


IDLE DAYS. 

Bepoee the snovY, which has giveu rise to so long 
a digression, had quite ceased falling the blue sky 
was smiling again, and I set forth on my muddy 
walk home. Under the brilliant sun the white 
mantle very soon began to exhibit broad black lines 
and rents, and in a brief space of time the earth 
had recovered its wonted appearance — the cheerful 
greonish-bluish-grey, which is Nature’s livery at 
all times in this part of Patagonia ; while from the 
dripping thorn bushes the birds resumed their 
singing. 

If the birds of this region do not excel those of 
other lands in sweetness, compass, and variety (and 
I am not sure that they do not) for constancy in 
singing they indubitably carry the palm. In spring 
and early summer their notes are incessant ; and 
the choir is then led by that incomparable melodist, 
the white-banded mocking-bird, a summer visitor. 
Even in the coldest months of winter, June and 
July, when the sun shines, the hoarse crooning of 
the spotted Columba, resembling that of the wood- 
pigeon of Europe, and the softer, more sigh-like 
lamentations of the Zenaida maculata, so replete 
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with wild pathos, are heard from the leafless willows 
fringing the river. Meanwhile, in the bosky up- 
lands, one hears the songs of many passerine 
species; and always amongst them, with lively 
hurried notes, the black-headed Magellanic siskin. 
The scai’lct-breasted or military starling sings on 
the coldest days and during the most boisterous 
weather : nor can the rainiest sky cheat the grey 
finches, Diuca minor, of their morning and evening 
hymns, sung by many individuals in joyous concert. 
The common mocking-bird is still more indefatig- 
able, and sheltering himself from the cold blast 
continues till after dark warbling out snatches of 
song from his inexhaustible repertory; his own 
music being apparently necessary as food and air 
to his existence. 

Warm lovely days succeeded the snowfall. Eising 
each morning I could reverently exclaim with the 
human singer, 

0 gift of God ! 0 perfect day ! 

Whereon should no man work but play. 

Days windless and serene to their very end, bright 
with a cloudless sky, and sunshine sweet and 
pleasant to behold, making the grey solitudes smile 
as if conscious of the heavenly influence. It is a 
common saying in this country that “once in a 
hundred years, a man dies in Patagonia.” I do 
not think any other region of the globe can boast 
of a saying to equal that ; though it has been ill- 
naturedly suggested that the proverb might owe its 
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origin to the fact that most people in Patagonia 
meet with some violent entl. I do not myself 
believe there is any climate in the world to compare 
with the winter of the east coast of Patagonia ; and 
although its summer might seem disagreeable to 
some persons on account of the violent winds that 
prevail at that season, the atmosphere at all tiines 
is so dry and pure as to make pulmonary com- 
plaints unknown. A wealthy tradesman of the 
town told me that from boyhood he suffered from 
weak lungs and asthma ; in search of health ho 
left his country, Spain, and settled in Buenos 
Ayres, where he formed ties and entered into 
business. But his old enemy found him there ; 
his asthma became worse and worse, and at last, on 
his doctor’s recommendation, he went on a visit to 
Patagonia, where in a short time he was restored 
to complete health — such health as ho had never pre- 
viously known. He went back rejoicing to Buenos 
Ayres, only to fall ill again and to find his life 
growing a burden to him. Finally, iji desperation, he 
sold his business and went back to the only countiy 
where existence was possible ; and when I knew 
him he had been permanently settled there for 
about fourteen years, during which time he had 
enjoyed the most perfect health. 

But he was not happy. He confided to me that 
he had purchased health at a veiy heavy cost, since 
he found it impossible ever to accommodate himself 
to such a rude existence ; that he was essentially a 
child of civilization, a man of the pavement, whose 
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pleasure was in society, in newspapers, the play, and 
in the cafe where one meets one’s friends of an even- 
ing and has a pleasant game of dominoes. As these 
things which he valued were merely dust and ashes 
to me, I did not sympathize deeply with his discon- 
tent, nor consider that it mattered much which por* 
tion of the globe he made choice of for a residence. 
But the facts of his case interested me ; and if I 
should have a reader who has other ideals, who 
has felt the mystery and glory of life overcoming 
his soul with wonder and desire, and who bears 
in his system the canker of consumption which 
threatens to darken the vision prematurely — to 
such a one 1 would say, Tnv' Patagonia. Tt is far 
to travel, and in place of the smoothness of Madeira 
there would be roughness ; but how far men go, into 
what rough places, in search of rubies and ingots 
of gold ; and life is more than these. 

During this beautiful weather merely to exist has 
seemed to mo a sufficient pleasure : sometimes row- 
ing on the river, which is here about nine hundred 
feet wide — going up to the town with the tide and 
returning with the current when only a slight 
exertion suffices to keep the boat swiftly gliding 
over the pure green water. At other times I amuse 
myself by seeking for the resinous gum, known here 
by its Indian name maken. The scraggy wide-spread- 
ing bush, a kind of juniper, it is found on, repays 
me with many a scratch and rent for all the amber 
tears I steal. The gum is found in little lumps on 
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the under side of the lower branches, and is, when 
fresh, semi-transparent and sticky as bird-lime. 
To fit it for use the natives make it into pellets, 
and hold it on the point of a stick over a basin of 
cold water ; a coal of fire is tlieu approached to it, 
causing it to melt and trickle down by drops into 
the basin. The drops, hardened by the process, 
are then kneaded with the fingers, cold water being 
added occasionally, till the gum becomes thick and 
opaque like putty. To chew it properly requires 
a great deal of practice, and when this indigenous 
art has been acquired a small ball of maken may 
be kept in the mouth two or three hours every day, 
and used for a week or longer without losing its 
agreeable resinous flavour or diminishing in bulk, 
so firmly does it hold together. The maken-chewer, 
on taking the ball or quid from his mouth, washes 
it and puts it by for future use, just as one docs 
with a tooth-brush. Chewing gum is not merely 
an idle habit, and the least that can bo said in its 
favour is that it allays the desire for excessive 
smoking — no small advantage to the idle dwellers, 
white or red, in this desert land ; it also preserves 
the teeth by keeping them free fi'om extraneous 
matter, and gives them such a pearly lustre as 1 
have never seen outside of this region. 

My own attempts at chewing maken have, so far, 
proved signal failures. Somehow the gum invari- 
ably spreads itself in a thin coat over the interior of 
my mouth, covering the palate like a sticking- 
plaster and enclosing the teeth in a stubborn rubber 

TC 
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case. Nothing will serve to remove it when it 
comes to this pass but raw suet, vigorously chewed 
for half an hour, with occasional sips of cold water 
to harden the delightful mixture and induce it to 
come away. The culmination of the mess is when 
the gum spreads over the lips and becomes entangled 
in the hairs that overshadow them ; and when the 
closed mouth has to be carefully opened with the 
fingers, until these also become sticky and hold 
together firmly as if united by a membrane. All 
this comes about through the neglect of a simple 
precaution, and never happens to the accomplished 
masticator, who is to the manner born. When the 
gum is still fresh occasionally it loses the quality of 
stiffness artificially imparted to it, and suddenly, 
without rhyme or reason, retransforms itself into 
the raw material as it came from the tree. The 
adept, knowing by certain indications when this is 
about to happen, takes a mouthful of cold water at 
the critical moment, and so averts a result so dis- 
couraging to the novice. Maken-chewing is a habit 
common to everybody throughout the entire terri- 
tory of Patagonia, and for this reason I have de- 
scribed the delightful practice at some length. 

When disinclined for gum-chewing I ramble for 
hours through the bushes to listen to the birds, 
learning their language and making myself familiar 
with their habits. How coy are some species whose 
instincts ever impel them to concealment ! What 
vigilance, keen and never relaxed, is theirs ! 
Difficult even to catch a passing glimpse of them as 
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they skulk from notice, how much more so to observe 
them disporting themselves witliout fear or restraint, 
unconscious of any intnisivo presence ! Yet such 
observation only satisfies the naturalist, and when 
obtained it amply repays the Bilcncc, the watching, 
and the waiting it costs. In some cases the oppor- 
tunities arc so rare that whilst they arc being sought, 
and without ever actually occurring, the observer day 
by day grows more familiar with the manners of the 
wild creatures that still succeed in eluding his sight. 

Now the little cock (Rhinoci'ypa lanccolata), an 
amusing bird that lives on the ground, carries its 
tail erect and looks wonderfully like a very small 
bantam, has spied me, and, full of .alarm, utters his 
loud chirrup from an adjacent bush. Gently I steal 
towards him, cjircful to tread on the sand, then peer 
cautiously into the foliage. I'or a few moments he 
scolds me with loud, emphatic tones, and then is 
silent. Fancying him still in the same place, I walk 
about the bush many times, striving to catch sight 
of him. Suddenly the loud chirrup is resumed in 
a bush a stonc’s-throw away; and soon, getting 
tired of this game of hide-and-seek, in which the 
.bird has all the fun and I all the seeking, I give it 
up and ramble on. 

Then, perhaps, the measured, deep, percussive 
tones of the subterranean Ctenomys, well named 
oculto in the vernacular, resound within a dozen 
yards of my feet. So near and loud do they sound, 
1 am convinced the shy little rodent has ventured 
for a moment to visit the sunshine. I might 

K 2 
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possibly even catch a momentary glimpse of him, 
sitting, trembling at the slightest sound, turning his 
restless bi’ight black eyes this way and that to make 
sure that no insidious foe is lurking near. For 



Ctenomys magellanica. 


while the mole’s eyes have dwindled to mere specks, 
a dark subterranean life has had a contrary effect 
on the ociilto's orbs, and made them large, although 
not so large as in some cave-rodents. On tiptoe. 
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scarcely breathing, I approach the intervening bush 
and peep round it, only to find that he has already 
vanished ! A hillock of damp, fresh sand, bearing 
the impress of a tail and a pair of little feet, show 
that ho has been busy there, and had sat only a 
moment ago swelling the silky fur of his bosom with 
those deep, mysterious sounds. Cautiously, silently, 

T had approached him, hut the subtle fox and 
the velvet-footed cat would have drawn near 
with still greater silence and caution, yet he 
would have baffled them both. Of all shy 
mammals he is the shyest; in him fear is never 
overcome by curiosity, and days, even weeks, may 
now elapse before I come so near seeing the 
Ctenomys magellanica again. 

Tt is near sunset, and, hark ! as I ramble on I 
hear in the low scrub before me the crested tinam- 
ous (Calodromus elegans),the wild fowlof this region, 
and in size like the English pheasant, just beginning 
their evening call. It is a long, sweetly modulated 
note, somewhat flute-like, and sounding clear and 
far in the quiet evening air. The covey is a large 
one, I conjecture, for many voices are joined in the 
concert. I mark the spot and walk on ; but at my 
approach, however quiet and masked with bushes it 
may be, one by one the shy vocalists drop their 
parts. The last to cease I’epeats his note half a 
dozen times, then the contagion reaches him and he 
too becomes silent. I whistle and he answers ; for 
a few minutes we keep up the duet, then, aware of 
the deception, he is silent again. I resume my walk 
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and pass and ropass fifty times through the scattered 
scrub, knowing all the time that I am walking about 
amongst the birds, as they sit turning their furtive 
eyes to watch my movements, yet concealed from 
me by that wonderful adaptive resemblance in the 
colour of their plumage to the sear grass and foliage 
around them, and by that correlated instinct which 
bids them sit still in their places. I find many 
evidences of their presence — prettily mottled 
feathers dropped when they preened their wings, 
also a dozen or twenty neat circular hollows scooped 
in the sand in which they recently dusted them- 
selves. There are also little chains of footprints 
running from one hollow to tlie other; for these 
pulverizing pits serve the same birds every day, and, 
there being more birds in the covey than there are 
pits, the bird that does not quickly secure a place 
doubtless runs from pit to pit in search of one un- 
occupied. Doubtless there arc many pretty quarrels 
too ; and the older, stronger bird, regular in the 
observance of this cleanly luxurious habit, must, 
per fas d nefas, find accommodation somewhere. 

I leave the favoured haunt, but when hardly a 
hundred yards away the birds resume their call in 
the precise spot I have just quitted ; first one and 
then two are heard, then twenty voices join in the 
pleasing concert. Already fear, an emotion strong 
but transitory in all wild creatures, has passed from 
them, and they are free and happy as if my wander- 
ing shadow had never fallen across them. 

Twilight comes and brings an end to these useless 
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researches ; useless, I say, and take great delight in 
saying it, for if there is anything one feels inclined 
to abhor in this placid land, it is the doctrine that 
all our investigations into nature are for some 
benefit, present or future, to the human race. 

Night also brings supper, welcome to the hungry 
man, and hours of basking in the genial light and 
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warmtli of a wood fire, I on one side, and iny 
baclielor host on the other. The smoke curls up 
from our silent lips, whilst idle reveries possess our 
minds — fit termination of a day spent as we have 
spent it : for my host is also an idler, only a more 
accomplished one than I can ever hope to bo. 

We read little ; my companion has never learnt 
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lottci'S, and I, less fortunate in that I’ospect, having 
only been able to discover one book in the house, a 
Spanish JAhro dp Mian, beautifully printed in red and 
black letters, and bound in scarlet morocco. I take 
this book and read, until he, tired of listening to 
prayers, however beautiful, challenges me to a game 
of cards. For some time wo could not hit on any- 
thing to play for, cigarettes being common property, 
but at length wo thought of stories, the loser of 
most games during the evening to tell the other a 
story, as a mild soporific, after retiring. My host 
invariably won, which was not very strange, for ho 
had been a professional gambler most of his days, 
and could deal himself the killing cards every time 
he shuffled. More than once T caught him in the 
very act, for he despised his antagonist and was 
careless, and lectured him on the immorality of 
cheating at cards, even when wo were only playing 
for love, or for something next door to it. My 
strictures amused his Patagonian mind very much ; 
ho explained that what I called cheating was only a 
superior kind of skill acquired by much study and 
long practice ; so it happened that every night I 
Aras compelled to draw on my memory or invention 
for stories to pay my losses. 

Only at night one feels the winter hei’e, but in 
September one knows that it has gone, though 
summer birds have not yet returned, nor the forest 
of dwarf mimosas burst into brilliant yellow bloom. 
Through all seasons the general aspect of nature 
remains the same, OAving to the grey undeciduous 
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foliage of the tree and shrub vegetation covering 
the country. 

As spring advances each day dawns apparently 
more brilliantly beautiful than the preceding one, 
and after breakfast I roam forth, nnencumbered 
with gun, in search of recreation. 

Hard by ray residence there is a hill called the 
“ Parrots’ Cliff,” where the swift current of the 
river, altering its course, has oaten into the shore 
till a sheer smooth precipice over a hundred feet 
high has been formed. In ancient times the summit 
must have been the site of an Indian village, for I 
am continually picking up arrow-heads here ; at 
present the face of the clifiF is inhabited by a flock 
of screaming Patagonian parrots, that have their 
ancestral breeding-holes in the soft rock. It is also 
haunted by a flock of pigeons that have taken to a 
feral life, by one pair of little hawks (Falco spar- 
verius), and a colony of purple martins ; only these 
last have not yet returned from their equatorial 
wanderings. Quiet reigns along the precipice when 
I reach it, for the vociferous parrots are away 
feeding. I lie down on my breast and peer over 
the edge ; far, far beneath me a number of coots 
are peacefully disporting themselves in the water. 
I take a stone the bigness of my hand, and, poising 
it over the perilous rim, drop it upon them : down, 
down, down it drops; oh, simple, unsuspecting 
coots, beware 1 Splash it falls in the middle of the 
flock, sending up a column of water ten feet high, 
and then w^hat a panic seizes on the birds ! They 
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tumble over as if shot, dive down incontinently, 
then reappearing, pause not to look about them, but 
spring away with all that marvellous flutter and 
splutter of which coots alone are capable ; the 
Avings beating rapidly, the long legs and lobed feet 
sprawling behind or striking the surface, away they 
scud, flying and tumbling over tho water, spreading 
needless alarm through flocks of pin-tails, shrill- 
voiced widgeons, and stately black-necked swans, 
but never pausing until the opposite shore of the 
river is reached. 

Pleased with the sxiccess of my experiment, I quit 
tho precipice, to the groat relief of tho blue pigeons 
and of the little hawks; these last having viewed 
my proceedings with great jealousy, for they have 
already taken possession of a hole in tho rock with 
a view to nidification. 

Further on in my rambles I discover a nest of the 
large black leaf-cutting ant ((Fcodoma) found over 
tho entire South American continent — and a leading 
member of that social tribe of insects of which it 
has been said that they rank intellectually next to 
ourselves. Certainly this ant, in its actions, simu- 
lates man’s intellect very closely, and not in the 
unpleasant manner of species having warrior castes 
and slaves. The leaf-cutter is exclusively agricul- 
tural in its habits, and constructs subterranean 
galleries, in which it stores fresh leaves in amazing 
quantities. The leaves are not eaten, but are cut 
up into small pieces and arranged in beds : these 
beds quickly become frosted over with a growth of 
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minute fungus; this the ant industriously gathers 
and stores for use, and when the artificial bed is 
exhausted the withered leaves are carried out to 
make room for a layer of fresh ones. Thus the 
CEcodoma literally grows its own food, and in this 
respect appears to have reached a stage beyond the 
most highly developed ant communities hitherto 
described. Another interesting fact is that, al- 
though the leaf-cutters have a peaceful disposition, 
never showing resentment except when gratuitously 
interfered with, they are just as courageous as any 
purely predatory species, only their angry emotions 
and warlike qualities always appear to be dominated 
by reason and the public good. Occasionally a 
community of leaf-cutters goes to war with a neigh- 
bouring colony of ants of some other species ; in 
this, as in everything else, thej” seem to act with a 
definite purpose and great deliberation. Wars are 
infrequent, but in all those I have witnessed— and I 
have known this species from childhood — the fate 
of the nation is decided in one great pitched battle. 
A spacious bare level spot of ground is chosen, 
where the contending armies meet, the fight raging 
for several hours at a stretch, to be renewed on 

% 

several consecutive days. The combatants, equally 
sprinkled over a wide area, are seen engaged in 
single combat or in small groups, while others, non- 
fighters, run briskly about removing the dead and 
disabled warriors from the field of battle. 

Perhaps some reader, who has made the acquaint- 
ance of nature in a London square, will smile at my 
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wonderful ant story. Well, I have smiled too, and 
cried a little, perhaps, when, witnessing one of these 
“ decisive battles of the world,” T have thought that 
the stable civilization of the Q^codoma ants will 
probably continue to flourish on the earth when our 
feverish dream of progress has ceased to vex it. 
Does that notion seem very fantastical? Might 
not such a thought have crossed the mind of some 
priestly Peruvian, idly watching the labours of a 
colony of leaf-cutters — a thousand years ago, let us 
say, before the canker had entered into his system 
to make it, long ere the Spaniard came, ripe for 
death ? History preserves one brief fragment which 
goes to show that the Incas themselves were not 
altogether enslaved by the sublime traditions they 
taught the vulgar; that they also possessed, like 
philosophic moderns, some conception of that im- 
placable power of nature which orders all things, 
and is above Viracocha and Pachacamac and the 
majestic gods that rode the Avhirlwind and tempest, 
and had their thrones on the everlasting peaks of 
the Andos. Five or six centuries have probably 
made little change in the economy of the CEcodoma, 
but the splendid civilization of the children of the 
sun, albeit it bore on the face of it the impress of 
unchangeableness and endless duration, has vanished 
utterly from the earth. 

To return from this digression. The nest I have 
discovered is more populous than London, and there 
are several roads diverging from it, each one four 
or five inches wide, and winding away hundreds of 
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yards through the bushes. Never was any thorough- 
fare in a great city fuller of busy hurrying people 
than one of these roads. Sitting beside one, just 
where it wound over the soft yellow sand, T grow 
tired of watching the endless procession of little 
toilers, each one carrying a leaf in his jaws ; and 
very soon there camo into my ear a whisper from 
somebody^ — 

Who iinds some mischief still 

For idle hands to do. 

It is always pleasant to have even a hypothetical 
somebody on whom to shuffle the responsibility of 
our evil actions. Warning my conscience that 1 am 
only going to try a scientific experiment, one not 
nearly so cruel as many in which the pious Spallan- 
zani took great delight, I scoop a deep pit in the 
sand ; and the ants, keeping on their way with their 
usual blind, stupid sagacity, tumble pell-mell over 
each other into it. On, on they come, in scores and 
in hundreds, like an endless flock of sheep jumping 
down a pit into which the crazy bell-wether has 
led the way : soon the hundreds have swelled to 
thousands, and the yawning gulf begins to fill with 
an inky mass of wriggling, biting, struggling ants. 
Every falling leaf-cutter carries down a few grains 
of treacherous sand with it, making the descent 
easier, and soon the pit is full to overflowing. In 
five minutes more they will all be out again at their 
accustomed labours, just a little sore about the legs, 
perhaps, where they have bitten one another, but no 
worse for their tumble, and all that will remain of 
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the dreadful cavern will be a slight depression in 
the soil. 

Satisfied with the result, I resume my solitary 
ramble, and by-and-by coming upon a fine Escan- 
dalosa bush I resolve to add incendiarism to my 
list of misdeeds. It might appear strange that a 
bush shotild be called Escandalosa, which moans 
simply Scandalous, or, to prevent mistakes, which 
simply means Scandalous ; but this is one of those 
quaint names the Argentine peasants have bestowed 
on some of their curious plants — dry love, the devil’s 
snuff-box, bashful weed, and many others. The 
Escandalosa is a wide-spreading shrub, three to five 
feet high, thickly clothed with prickly leaves, and 
covered all the year round with large pale-yellow 
immortal flowers ; and the curious thing about the 
plant is that when touched with fire it blazes up like 
a pile of wood shavings, and is immediately consumed 
to ashes with a marvellous noise of hissing and crack- 
ling. And thus the bush I have found burns itself 
up on my placing a lighted match at its roots. 

I enjoy the spectacle amazingly while it lasts, the 
brilliant tongues of white flame darting and leaping 
through the dark foliage making a very pretty show; , 
but presently, contemplating the heap of white 
ashes at my feet where the green miracle, covered 
with its everlasting flowers, flourished a moment 
ago, I began to feel heartily ashamed of myself. 
For how have I spent ray day ? I remember with 
remorse the practical joke perpetrated on the simple- 
minded coots, also the consternation caused to a 
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whole colony of industrious ants ; for the idler looks 
impatiently on the occupations of others, and is 
always glad of an opportunity of showing up the 
futility of their labours. But what motive had I 
in burning this flowering bush that neither toiled 
nor spun, this slow-growing plant, useless amongst 
plants as I amongst my fellow-men ? Is it not the 
fact that something of the spirit of our simian pro- 
genitors survives in us still ? Who that has noticed 
monkeys in captivity — their profound inconsequent 
gravity and insane delight in their own unreason- 
ableness — has not envied them their immunity from 
cold criticism ? That intense relief which all men, 
whether grave or gay, experience in escaping from 
conventional trammels into the solitude, what is it, 
after all, but the delight of going back to nature, to 
be for a time, what we are always pining to be, wild 
animals, unconfined monkeys, with nothing to re- 
strain us in our gambols, and with only a keener 
sense of the ridiculous to distinguish us from other 
creatures ? 

But what, I suddenly think, if some person in. 
search of roots and gums, or only curious to know 
how a field naturalist spends his days, gunless 
in the woods, should be secretly following and 
watching me all the time ? 

I spring up alarmed, and cast my eyes rapidly 
around me. Merciful heavens 1 what is that 
suspiciously human-looking object seventy yards 
away amongst the bushes ? Ah, relief inexpressible, 
it is only the pretty hare-like Dolichotis patagonica 
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sitting up on liis haunches, gazing at me with a 
meek wonder in his large round timid eyes. 

The little birds are bolder and come in crowds, 
peering curiously from every twig, chirping and 
twittering with occasional explosions of shrill 
derisive laughter. I feel myself blushing all over 
my face ; their leering remarks become intolerable, 
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and, owl-like, I fly from their persecutions to hide 
myself in a close thicket. There, vith grey-green 
curtains about and around me, I lie on a floor of 
soft yellow sand, silent and motionless as my neigh- 
bour the little spider seated on his geometric web, 
till the waning light and the flute of the tinamou 
send me home to supper. 



CHAPTER X. 


BIBO MUSIO IN SOUTH AMEHICA. 

SuATMEi!, winter and spring, it was an unfailing 
pleasure in Patagonia to listen to the singing of tlie 
birds. They were most abundant whore the culti- 
vated valley with its groves and orchards was 
narrowest, and the thorny wiklerness of the upland 
close at hand ; just as in England small birds 
abound most where plantations of fruit trees exist 
side by side with or near to extensive woods and 
commons. In the first thei’e is an unfailing supply 
of insect food, the second affords them the wild 
cover they prefer, and they pass frequently from 
one to the other. At a distance from the river 
birds were not nearly so abundant, and in the 
higher uplands a hundred miles from the coast 
they were very scarce. 

When the idle fit was on me it was my custom 
to ramble in the bushy lands away from the river, 
especially during the warm spring weather, when 
there were some fresh voices to be heard of 
migrants newly arrived from the tropics, and the 
songs of the resident species had acquired a greater 
vigour and beauty. It was a pleasure simply to 
wander on and on for hours, moving cautiously 
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among tlie bushofs, pansing at intervals to listen to 
some new note ; or to hide myself and sit or lie 
motionless in the middle of a thicket, until the 
birds forgot or ceased to be troubled at my pre- 
sence. The common resident mocking-bird was 
always present, each bird sitting motionless on the 
toptftost spray of his favourite thorn, at intervals 
emitting a few notes, a phrase, then listening to 
the others. 

But tliere was one bitter drop in my sweet 
cup. It ve.Ked my mind and made me almost 
unhappy to think that ti’avellers and naturalists 
from Europe, whoso works were known to me, 
were either silent or else said very little (and 
that mostly depreciatory) of the bird music that 
was so much to me. Darwin’s few words were 
especially remembered and rankled most in my 
mind, because he was the greatest and had 
given a good deal of attention to bird life in 
southern South America. The highest praise 
that he gave to a Patagonian songster was that it 
had “ two or three pleasant notes and of the 
Calandria mocking-bird, one of the finest melodists 
in La Plata, he wrote that it was neai-ly the only , 
bird he had seen in South America that regularly 
took its stand for the purpose of singing ; that it 
was remarkable for possessing a song superior to 
that of any other kind, and that its sonrj resembled 
that of the sed<je warbler ! 

Speaking of British species, I do not think it 
could be rightly said that the song of the sedge 
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warbler resembles that of the song-thrusli. [ do 
think that the thrush’s song often resembles that 
of the mocking-bird , referred to, also that it would 


\ 



Calandria mocking-bird* 

scarcely be an exaggeration to say that all the music 
of the song-thrush might be taken out of the 

i 2 
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Calandria mocking-bird’s performance and not be 
very greatly missed. 

Tbe desire to say something on this subject was 
strong in mo at that time, for, leaving aside the 
larger question of the bird music of South America, 

1 could not help thinking that these observers had 
missed the chief excellence of the songsters known 
to me. But I had no title to speak ; I had not 
heard the nightingale, song-thrush, blackbird, sky- 
lark, and all the other members of that famous 
choir whose melody has been a delight to our race 
for so many ages ; I was without the standard 
which others had, and being without it, could not 
bo absolutely sure that a mistake had been made, 
and that the opinion I had formed of the melodists 
of my own district was not too high. Now that I 
am familiar with the music of British song-birds in 
a state of nature the case is different, and I can ex- 
press myself on the subject without fear and with- 
out doubt. But I have no intention of speaking in 
this place of the South American bird music I know, 
comparing it with that of England. And this for 
two reasons. One is that I have already written 
on this subject in Argentine Ornithology and The.. 
Naturalid in La Plata. The second reason is 
because bird music, and, indeed, bird sounds 
generally, are seldom describable. We have no 
symbols to represent such sounds on paper, hence 
we are as powerless to convey to another the im- 
pression they make on us as we are to describe the 
odours of flowers. It is hard, perhaps, to convince 
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ourselves of this powerlessness ; in my case the 
saddening knowledge was forced on mo in such a 
way that escape was impossible. No person at a 
distance from England could have striven harder 
than I did, by inquiring of those who knew aud by 
reading ornithological works, to got a just idea of 
the songs of British birds. Yet all my pains were 
wasted, as I found out afterwards when [ heard 
them, and when almost every song came to mo as fi 
surprise. It could not have been otherwise. To 
name only half a dozen of the lesser British melo- 
dists : the little jets of brilliant melody spurted out 
by the robin ; the more sustained lyric of the wren, 
sharp, yet delicate ; the careless half-song half- 
recitative of the common warbler ; the small frag- 
ments of dreamy aerial music emitted by the Avood 
wren amidst the high translucent foliage ; the 
hurried, fantastic medley of liquid and grating 
sounds of the reed warbler ; the song, called by 
some a twitter, of the swallow, in which the quick, 
upleaping notes seem to dance in the air, to fall 
more than one at a time on the sense, as if more 
than one bird sang, spontaneous and glad as the 
laughter of some fairy-like, unimaginable child — 
Avho can give any idea of such sounds as these with 
such symbols as words ! It is easy to say that a 
song is long or short, varied or monotonous, that a 
note is sweet, clear, mellow, strong, weak, loud, 
shrill, sharp, and so on ; but from all this Ave get 
no idea of the distinctive character of the sound, 
since these words describe only class, or generic 
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qualities, not tlie specific and individual. It some 
times seems to help us, in describing a song, to give 
its feeling, when it strikes us as possessing some 
human feeling, and call it joyous, glad, plaintive, 
tender, and so on; but this is, after all, a rough 
expedient, and, often as not, misleads. Thus, in the 
case of the nightingale, I had been led by reading 
to expect to hear a distinctly jdaintive song, and 
found it so far from plaintive that I was swayed to 
the opposite extreme, and pronounced it (with 
Coleridge) a glad song. But by-and-by 1 dismissed 
this notion as equally false with the other; the 
more I listened the more X admired the pui’ity of 
sound in some notes, the exquisite phrasing, the 
beautiful contrasts ; the art was perfect, but there 
was no passion in it all — no human feeling. Feeling 
of some un-human kind there perhaps was, but not 
gladness, such as we imagine in the skylark’s song, 
and certainly not sorrow, nor anything sad. Again, 
when we listen to a song that all have agreed to 
call “ tender,” we perhaps recognize some quality 
that faintly resembles, or affects us like, the quality 
of tenderness in human speech or vocal music ; but 
if we think for a moment, we are convinced that it 
is not tenderness, that the effect is not quite the 
same; that we have so described it only because 
we have no suitable “word ; that there is really no 
suggestion of human feeling in it. 

The old method of spellinfj bird notes and sounds 
still finds favour with some easy-going naturalists, 
and it is possible that those who use it do actually 
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believe that the printed word represents some avian 
sound to the reader, and that those who luive never 
heard the sound can by this simple means get an 
idea of it ; just as certain arbitrary marks or signs 
on a sheet of written music represent human sounds. 
It is fancy and a delusion. We have not yet in- 
vented any system of arbitrary signs to represent 
bird sounds, nor are we likely to invent such a sys- 
tem, because, in the first place, we do not pi’opcrly 
know the sounds, and, owing to their number and 
character, cannot properly know more than a very 
few of them ; and, in the second place, because they 
are different in each species : and just as our human 
notation represents solely our human specific sounds, 
so a notation of one bird’s language, that of the 
skylark, let us say, would not apply to the language 
of another species, the nightingale, say, on account 
of the difference in quality and timbi'e of the two. 

One cause of the extreme difficulty of describing 
bird sounds so as to give anything approaching to a 
correct idea of them, lies in the fact that in most of 
them, from the loudest — the clanging scream or call 
that may be heard a distance of two or three miles 
— to the faintest tinkling or lisping note that might 
be emitted by a creature no bigger than a fly, there 
is a certain aerial quality which makes them differ 
from all other sounds. Doubtless several cau.ses 
contribxite to give them this character. There is 
the great development of the vocal organ, which 
makes the voice, albeit finer, more far-reaching than 
that of other creatures of equal size or larger. 1 he 
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body in birds is less solid ; it is tilled with air in the 
bones and feathers, and acts differently as a sound- 
ing board; furthermore, the extremely distensible 
sesojphagus, although it has no connection with the 
trachea, is puffed out with swallowed air when the 
bird emits its notes, and this air, both when re- 
tained and when released, in some way affects the 
voice. Then, again, the bird sings or calls, as a 
rule, from a greater elevation, and does not sit 
squat, like a toad, on his perch, but being lifted 
above it on his slender legs, the sounds he emits 
acquire a greater resonance. 

There are bird sounds Avhich may be, and often 
are, likened to other sounds ; to bolls, to the clang- 
ing produced by blows on an anvil, and to various 
other metallic noises ; and to sti’okes on tightly- 
drawn metal strings ; also to the more or less 
musical sounds we are able to draw from wood and 
bone, and from vessels of glass by striking them or 
draAving the moistened finger-tips along their rims. 
There are also sounds resembling those that are 
uttered by mammalians, as bellowings, loAvings, 
bleatiugs, neighings, barkings, and yelpings. Others 
simulate the sounds of various musical instruments, 
and human vocal sounds, as of talking, humming a 
tune, Avhistling, laughing, moaning, sneezing, cough- 
ing, and so on. But in all these, or in a very large 
majority, there is an airy resonant quality which 
tells you, even in a deep wood, in the midst of an 
unfamiliar fauna, that the new and strange sound 
is uttered by a bird. The clanging anvil is in the 
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clouds; tlie tinkling bell is soincwbere in tlio air, 
suspended on nothing; the invisible hnman crea- 
tures that whistle, and hum airs, and whisper to 
one another, and clap their hands and laugh, arc 
not bound, like ourselves, to earth, but float hither 
and thither as they list. 

Something of this aerial character is ac(|uired by 
other sounds, oven by the most terrestrial, when 
heard at a distance in a quiet atmosphere. And 
some of our finer sounds, as those of the flute and 
bugle and flageolet, and some others, when heard 
faintly in the open air, have the airy character of 
bird notes; with this difference, that they are dim 
and indistinct to the sense, while the bird’s note, 
although so airy, is of all sounds the most distinct. 

Mr. John Burroughes, in his excellent Inipresnionn 
of soma Brif ish Soiic/ Birds, has said, that many of 
the American songsters are shy wood-birds, seldom 
seen or heard near the habitations of man, while 
nearly all the British birds are seini-doraosticated, 
and sing in gardens and orchards ; that this fact, 
in connection with their more soft and plaintive 
voices, made American song birds seem less to 
the European traveller than his own. This state- 
ment would hold good, and even gain in force, if for 
North America we should substitute the hot or 
larger part of South America, or of the Neotropical 
region, which comprises the whole of America 
south of the Isthmus of Tehuantepec. Throughout 
the tropical and subtropical portions of this region. 
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which is vastly richer in species than the northern 
half of the continent, the songsters certainly do not, 
like those of Europe, mass themselves about the habi- 
tations of men, as if sweet voices were given to them 
solely for the delectation of human listeners : they 
are pre-eminently birds of the wild forest, marsh, and 
savannah, and if one of their chief merits has been 
overlooked, it is because the European natiiralist 
and collector, whose object is to obtain many speci- 
mens, and some new forms, has no time to make 
himself acquainted with the life habits and faculties 
of the species he meets with. Again, bird life is 
extremely scarce in some places within the tropics, 
and in the deep forest it is often wholly absent. Of 
British Guiana, Mr. im Thurn writes, “ The almost 
entire absence of sweet bird-notes at once strikes 
the traveller who comes from thrush and Avarblor- 
haunted temperate lands.” .A.nd Bates says of the 
Am.azonian forests, “ The few sounds of birds are 
of that pensive and mysterious character which 
intensifies the feeling of solitude rather than 
imparts a sense of life and cheerfulness.” 

It is not only this paucity of bird life in large 
tracts of country whicli has made the tropics seem 
to the European imagination a region “ where birds 
forget to sing,” and has caused many travellers and 
naturalists to express so poor an opinion of South 
American bird music. There remains in most 
minds something of that ancient notion that brilliant- 
plumaged birds emit only harsh disagreeable sounds 
— the macaw and the peacock are examples; 
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while the sober-coloured birds of temperate regions, 
especially of Europe, have the gift of melody ; that 
sweet notes are heard in England, and piercing cries 
and grating screams within the tropics. As a fact 
the dull-plumaged species in the hot regions greatly 
outnumber those that are gaily-coloured. To 
mention only two South American passerine fami- 
lies, the woodhewers and ant-birds, numbering 
together nearly five hundred species, or as many as 
all the species of birds in Europe, are with scarcely 
an exception sober-coloured. The melodious gold- 
finch, yellow bunting, linnet, blue tit, chaflBnch, and 
yellow wagtail, would look very gay and conspicu- 
ous among them. Yet these sober-coloured tropical 
birds I have mentioned are not singers. 

It must also be borne in mind that South xVmerica 
embraces a great variety of climates ; tliat all the 
vast region, which comprises Chili, the southern 
half of Argentina, and Patagonia, is in the temperate 
zone. Also, that a large proportion of the South 
American songsters belong to families that are 
universal, in which all the finest voices of Europe 
are included — thrushes, warblers, wrens, larks, 
finches. The true thrushes are well represented, 
and some differ but slightly from European forms 
— the whistle of the Argentine blackbird is some- 
times mistaken by Englishmen for that of the 
smaller home bird. The mocking-birds form a 
group of the same family (Turdidae), but with more 
highly-developed vocal powers. It is true that the 
tanagers, numbering about four hundred species, 
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mostly brilliantly-coloured, some rivalling the hum- 
ming-birds in the vivid tints and metallic lustre of 
their plumage, form an exclusively Neotropical 
family ; but they arc closely related to the finches, 
and in the genera in which these two great and 
melodious families touch and mingle, it is impossible 
to say of many species which are finches and which 
tanagers. Another purely American family, with a 
hundred and thirty known species, a large majority 
adorned with rich or brilliant or gay and strongly- 
contrasted colours, are the troupials — Tcterida3; 
and these are closely related to the starlings of the 
Old World. 

Finally, it may bo added that the true melodists 
of the Neotropical region — the passerine birds of 
the sub-order Oscines, which have the developed 
vocal organ — number about twelve hundred species : 
— a big fact when it is remembered that of the five 
hundred species of birds in Europe, only two 
hundred aud five at the most are classed us song- 
sters, inclusive of fly-catchers, co^yinc birds and 
many others which have no melody. 

It is clear then, from these facts and figures, 
that South America is not wanting in songsters, 
that, on the contrary, it surpasses all other regions 
of the globe of equal extent in number of species. 

It only remains to say something on another 
matter — namely, the character and value of 
the music. And hero the reader might think 
that I have got myself into a quandary, since I 
began by complaining of the unworthy opinion 
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expressed by European writers of the melodists of 
my country, and at the same time disclaimed any 
intention of attempting to describe their melody 
myself, comparing it with that of England. For- 
tunately for my purpose, not all the travellers in 
South America, whose words carry weight, have 
turned a deaf or unappreciative ear to the bird music 
of the great bird continent : thei’e are notable ex- 
ceptions ; from these I shall proceed to quote a few 
passages in support of my contention, beginning 
with Felix de Azara, a contemporary of Buffon, and 
concluding with the two most illustrious travellers 
of our own day who have visited South America — 
Wallace and Bates. 

Of Darwin it need only be added that his words 
on the subject of the songs of birds are so few and 
of so little value that it is probable that this kind 
of natural melody gave him little or no pleasure. 
Jt is not unusual to meet Avith those who are abso- 
lutely indifferent to it, just as there are others who 
are not pleasurably moved by human music, vocal or 
instrumental. 

In Spain Azara had been familiar from childhood 
with the songsters of Europe, and in Paraguay and 
La Plata he paid great attention to the language of 
the species he describes. In his ever fresh Apun- 
tamientoH he says, “ They are mistaken who think 
there are not as many and as good songsters hero as 
in Europe ; ” and in the introduction to the same 
work, referring to Buff on’s opinion concerning the 
inferiority of the American songsters, he writes : 
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“ Blit if a choir of singers were selected in the Old 
World, and compared with one of equal number 
gathered in Paraguay, I am not sure which would 
win the victory.” Of the house-wren of La Plata 
(Troglodytes furvus), Azara says that its song is 
“in style comparable to that of the nightingale, 
although its phrases are not so delicate and expres- 
sive ; nevertheless I count it among the first 
singers.” This opinion (with Daines Barrington’s 
misleading table in my mind) made mo doubt the 
correctness of his judgment, or memory, the wren in 
question being an exceedingly cheerful singer ; but 
when I came to hoar the nightingale, about whose 
song I had formed, so false an idea, it seemed to me 
that Azara was not far out. Nothing here surprised 
me more than the song of tlie British wren — a 
current of sharp high unshaded notes, so utterly 
different to the brilliant joyous and varied lyric of 
his near relation in that distant land. 

The melodious wren family counts many genera, 
rich in species, throughout the Neotropical region: 
and just as in that continent the thrushes have 
developed a more varied and beautiful music in the 
mocking-birds, so it has been with this family in 
such genera as Thyothorus and Cyphorhinus, which 
include the celebrated flute-birds and organ-birds of 
tropical South America. D’Orbigny, in the Voya.ge 
dans VAm&rique Meridionale, speaks rapturously of 
one of these wrens, perched on a bough overhanging 
the torrent, where its rich melodious voice seemed 
in strange contrast to the melancholy aspect of its 
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surroundings. Its voice, he sajs, which is not com- 
parable to anything we have in Europe, exceeds 
that of the nightingale in volume and expression. 
Frequently it sounds like a melody rendered by a 
flute at a great distance ; at other times its sweet 
and varied cadences are mingled with clear piercing 
tones and deep throat-notes. We have really no 
words, he concludes, adequate to express the effects 
of this song, hoard in the midst of a nature so re- 
dundant, and of mountain scenery so wild and savage. 

Mr. Simson, in his Travels in the Wilds of Meundor, 
writes quite as enthusiastically of a species of 
Cyphorhinus common in that country. It was the 
mellowest, most beautiful bird music he had ever 
heard ; the song was not quite the same in all in- 
dividuals, and in tone resembled the most sweet- 
sounding flute ; the musical correctness of the notes 
was astonishing, and made one imagine the sounds 
to be produced by human agency. 

Even more valuable is the testimony of Bates, 
one of the least impressible of the savants who have 
resided in tropical South America ; yet his account 
of the bird is not less fascinating than that of 
D’Orbigny. “ I frequently heard,” he writes, “ in 
the neighbourhood of these huts the realejo, or 
organ-bird (Cyphorhinus cantans), the most re- 
markable songster by far of the Amazonian forest. 
When its singular notes strike the ear for the first 
time the impression cannot be resisted that they are 
produced by a human voice. Some musical boy 
must be gathering fruits in the thicket, and is sing- 
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ing a few notes to clieoi* himself. The tones become 
more fluty and plaintive ; they are now those of a 
flageolet, and notwithstanding the utter impossi- 
bility of the thing, one is for a moment convinced 



Cyphorinus caiitaiiP. 

that someone is playing that instrument. ... It 
is the only songster which makes an impression on 
the natives, who sometimes rest their paddles whilst 
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travelling in their small canoes, along the shady 
by-paths, as if struck by the mystei’ious sound.” 
The sound must be wonderful indeed to produce 
such an effect ! 

To finish with quotations, the following sensible 
passage from Wallace’s Amazon and Itio Ncijro 
should help us greatly in getting rid of an ancient 
error : “ We are inclined to think that the general 
statement, that the birds of the tropics have a 
deficiency of song proportionate to their brilliancy 
of plumage, requires to be modified. Many of the 
brilliant birds of the tropics belong to families or 
groups which have no song; but our most brilliantly- 
coloured birds, as the goldfinch and canary, arc 
not less musical, and there are many beautiful little 
birds here which are equally so. We heard notes 
resembling those of the blackbird and robin, anil 
one bird gave forth three or four sweet plaintive 
notes that particularly attracted our attention ; 
while many have peculiar cries, in which words may 
be traced by the fanciful, and which in the stillness 
of the forest have a very pleasing effect.” 

To return, before concluding, to Azara’s remark 
about a choir of birds selected in Paraguay. It 
seems to mo that when the best singers of any two 
districts have been compared and a verdict arrived 
at, something more remains to be said. The 
dulcet strains of a few of the most highly-esteemed 
songsters contribute only a part, by no means the 
largest part, of the pleasure we receive from the 
bird sounds of any district. All natural sounds 
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produce agreeable sensations in the healthy : the 
patter of rain on the forest leaves, the murmur of 
the wind, the lowing of kine, the dash of waves on 
the beach; and so, coming to birds, the piercing 
tones of the sand piper, and wail of the curlew ; the 
cries of passing migrants ; the cawing of rooks in 
the elms, and hooting of owls, and the startling 
scream of the jay in the wood, give us pleasure, 
scarcely less than that produced by the set song of 
any melodist, Tliero is a charm in the infinite 
variety of bird sounds heard in the forests and 
marshes of southern South America, whore birds 
are perhaps most abundant, exceeding that of many 
monotonously melodious voices ; the listener would 
not willingly lose any of the indescribable sounds 
emitted by the smaller species, nor the screams and 
human-like calls, or solemn deep boomings and 
drummings of the larger kinds, or even the piercing 
shrieks which may be heard miles away. Those 
tremendous voices, that never break the quiet and 
almost silence of an English woodland, affect us 
like the sight of mountains, and torrents, and the 
sound of thunder and of billows breaking on the 
shore ; we are amazed at the boundless energy and 
overflowing joy of wild bird life. The bird-language 
of an English wood or orchard, made up in most 
part of melodious tones, may bo compared to a band 
composed entirely of small wind instruments with 
a limited range of sound, and which produces no 
storms of noise, eccentric flights, and violent con- 
trasts, nor anything to startle the listener — a sweet 
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but somewhat tame performance. The South 
American forest has more the character of an 
orchestra, in which a countless number of varied 
instruments take part in a performance in which 
there are many noisy discords, wliile the tender 
spiritual tones heard at intervals seem, by contrast, 
infinitely sweet and precious. 



CHAPTER XI. 


SIGHT IN SAVAGES. 

In Patagonia I added something to my small stock 
of private facts concerning eyes — their appearance, 
colour, and expression — and vision, subjects which 
have had a mild attraction for me as long as I can 
remember. When, as a boy, I mixed with the 
gauchos of the pampas, there was one among them 
who greatly awed me by his appearance and cha- 
racter. He was distinguished among his fellows by 
his tallness, the thickness of his eyebrows and the 
great length of his crow-black beard, the form and 
length of his /(/con, or knife, which was nothing but 
a sword worn knife-wise, and the ballads he com- 
posed, in which were recounted, in a harsh tuneless 
voice to the strum-strum of a guitar, the hand-to- 
hand combats he had had with others of his class 
— fighters and desperadoes — and in which he had 
always been the victor, for his adversaries had all 
been slain to a man. But his eyes, his most 
wonderful feature, impressed me more than any- 
thing else ; for one was black and the other dark 
blue. All other strange and extranatural things in 
nature, of which I had personal knowledge, as, for 
instance, mushrooms growing in rings, and the 
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shrinking of the sensitive plant when touched, and 
Will-o’-the-wisps, and crowing hens, and the 
murderous attack of social birds and beasts on one 
of their fellows, seemed less strange and wonderful 
than the fact that this man’s eyes did not correspond, 
but were the eyes of two men, as if there had been 
two natures and souls in one body. My astonish- 
ment was, perhaps, not unaccountable, when we 
reflect that the eye is tons the window of the mind 
or soul, that it expresses the soul, and is, as it 
were, the soul itself materialized. Some person 
lately published in England a book entitled “Soul- 
Shapes,” treating not only of the shapes of souls 
but also of their colour. The letter-press of this 
work interests me less than the coloured plates 
adorning it. Passing over the mixed and vari- 
coloured souls, which resemble, in the illustrations, 
coloured maps in an atlas, we come to the blue soul, 
for which the author has a very special regard. Its 
blue is like that of the commonest type of blue eye. 
This curious fancy of a blue soul probably origi- 
nated in the close association of eye and soul in the 
mind. It is worthy of note that while the mixed 
and other coloured souls seem very much out of 
shape, like an old felt hat or a stranded jelly- 
fish, the pure-coloured blue soul is round, like 
an iris, and only wanted a pupil to be made an 
eye. 

But the subject of the colour and expression of 
eyes in man and animals must be reserved for the 
next chapter ; in the present chapter I shall con- 
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fine myself to the subject of vision in savage and 
semi-barbarous men as compared with ours. 

Hero again I recall an incident of my boyhood, 
and am not sure that it was not this that first gave 
me an interest in the subject. 

One summer day at homo, I was attentively 
listening, out of doors, to a conversation between 
two men, both past middle life and about the same 
age, one an educated Englishman, wearing spectacles, 
the other a native, who was very impressive in his 
manner, and was holding forth in a loud authorita- 
tive voice on a variety of subjects. All at once he 
fixed his eyes on the spectacles worn by the other, 
and, bursting into a laugh, cried out, “ Wliy do 
you always wear those eye-hiding glasses straddled 
across your nose ? Are they supposed to make a 
man look handsomer or wiser than his fellows, or 
do you, a sensible person, really believe that you 
can see better than another man because of them ? 
If so, then all I can say is that it is a fable, a delu- 
sion ; no man can believe such a thing.*’ 

He was only cxpi’essing the feeling that all per- 
sons of his class, whose lives are passed in the 
semi-barbarous conditions of the gauchos on the 
pampas, experience at the sight of such artificial 
helps to vision as spectacles. They look through a 
pane of common glass, and it makes the view no 
clearer, but rather dimmer — how can the two 
diminutive circular panes carried before the eyes 
produce any other effect ? Besides, their sight as a 
rule is good when they are young, and as they pro- 
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gress in life they are not conscious of decadence in 
it ; from infancy to old ago the world looks, they 
imagine, the same, the grass as green, the sky as 
blue as ever, and the scarlet verbenas in the grass 
just as scarlet. The man lives in his sight ; it is 
his life ; he speaks of the loss of it as a calamity 
great as loss of reason. To see spectacles amuses 
and irritates him at the same time ; he has the 
monkey’s impulse to snatch the idle things from his 
fellow’s nose ; for not only is it useless to the 
wearer, and a sham, but it is annoying to others, 
who do not like to look at a man and not pro- 
perly see his eyes, and the thought that is in 
them. 

To the mocking speech lie had made the other 
good-humouredly replied that he had worn glasses 
for twenty years, that not only did they enable him 
to see much better than he could without them, 
but they had preserved his sight from further 
decadence. Not satisfied with defending himself 
against the charge of being a fantastical person for 
wearing glasses, he in his turn attacked the mocker. 
“ How do you know,” ho said, “ that your own 
eyesight has not degenerated with time ? You can 
only ascertain that by trying on a number of glasses 
suited to a variety of sights, all in some degree 
defective. A score of men with decaying sight may 
be together, and in no two will the sight bo the 
same. You must try on spectacles, as you try on 
boots, until you find a pair to fit you. You may 
try mine if you like ; our years are the same, and 
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it is just possible that our eyes may be in the same 
condition.” 

The gaucho laughed a loud and scornful laugh, 
and exclaimed that the idea was too ridiculous. 
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“What, see better with this thing ! ” and he took 
them gingerly in his hand, and held them up to 
examine them, and finally pnt them on his nose — 
something in the spirit of the person who takes a 
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newspaper twisted into the shape of an extinguisher, 
and puts it on his head. He looked at the other, 
then at me, then stared all round him, with an expres- 
sion of utter astonishment, and in the end burst out 
in loud exclamations of delight. For, strange to 
say, the glasses exactly suited his vision, which, 
unknown to him, had probably been decaying for 
years. “Angels of heaven, what is this! see!” 
he shouted. “ What makes the trees look so green 
— they were never so green before 1 And so dis- 
tinct — I can count their leaves I And the cart over 
there — why, it is red as blood 1 ” And to satisfy 
himself that it had not just been freshly painted he 
ran over to it and placed his hand on the wood. Tt 
proved hard to convince him that objects had once 
looked as distinct, and leaves as green, and the sky 
as blue, and red paint as red, to his natural sight, 
as they now did through those magical glasses. 
The distinctness and brightness seemed artificial 
and uncanny. But in the end he was convinced, 
and then he wanted to keep the spectacles, and 
pulled out his money to pay for them there and 
then, and was very much put out when their owner 
insisted on having them back. However, shortly 
afterwards a pair was got for him ; and with these 
on his nose he galloped about the country, exhibit- 
ing them to all his neighbours, and boasting of the 
miraculous power they imparted to his eyes of 
seeing the world as no one else could see it. 

My Patagonian host and friend, whose intimate 
knowledge of cards I have mentioned in a former 
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chapter, once informed me that always after the 
first few rounds of a game he knew some of the 
cards, and could recognize them as they wore being 
dealt out, by means of certain slight shades of 
difference in the colouring of the backs. He had 
turned his attention to this business when very 
young, and as he was close upon fifty when he 
imparted this interesting piece of information, and 
had always existed comfortably on his winnings, I 
saw no reason to disbelieve what he told me. Yet 
this very man, whose vision was keen enough to 
detect differences iu cards so slight that another 
could not see thorn, even when pointed out — this 
preternaturally sharp-eyed individual was greatly 
surprised when I explained to him that half-a-dozen 
birds of the sparrow kind, that fed in his courtyard, 
and sang and built their nests in his garden and 
vineyard and fields, were not one but six distinct 
species. He had never seen any difference in them : 
they all had the same customs, the same motions ; 
in size, colour, and shape they were all one ; to his 
hearing they all chirped and twittered alike, and 
warbled the same song. 

And as it was with this man, so, to some extent, 
it is with all of us. That special thing which 
interests us, and in which we find our profit or 
pleasure, we see very distinctly, and our memories 
are singularly tenacious of its image ; while other 
things, in which we take only a general interest, or 
which are nothing to us, are not seen so sharply, 
and soon become blurred in memory ; and if there 
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happens to bo a pretty close resemblance in several 
of them, as in the case of my gambling friend’s half- 
a-dozen sparrows, which, like snowflakes, were 
“ seen rather than distinguished,” this indistinctness 
of their images on the eye and the mind cans(\s 
them all to appear alike. We have, as it wore, two 
visions — one to which all objects appear vividly 
and close to us, and are permanently photographed 
on the mind ; the other which sees things at a dis- 
tance, and with that indistinctness of outline and 
uniformity of colour which distance gives. 

In this place I had proposed to draw on my La 
Plata note-books for some simnsing illustrations of 
this fact of our two sights ; but it is not necessary 
to go so far afield for illustrations, or to insist on a 
thing so familiar. “ The shepherd knows his 
sheep,” is a saying just as true of this country — of 
Scotland, at all events — as of the far Bast. Detec- 
tives, also military men who take an interest in 
their profession, see faces more sharply than most 
people, and remember them as distinctly as others 
remember the faces of a very limited number of 
individuals — of those they love or fear or constantly 
associate with. Sailors see atmospheric changes 
which are not apparent to others ; and, in like 
manner, the physician detects the signs of malady 
in faces which to the uninstructed vision seem 
healthy enough. And so on through the whole 
range of professions and pursuits which men have ; 
each person inhabits a little world of his own, as it 
were, which to others is only part of the distant 
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general blueness obscuring all things, but in which, 
to him, every object stands out with wonderful 
clearness, and plainly tells its story. 

All this may sound very trite, very trivial, and 
matter of common knowledge — so common as to be 
known to every schoolboy, and to the boy that 
goeth not to school ; yet it is because this simple 
familiar fact has been ignored, or has not always 
been borne in mind by our masters, that they have 
taught us an error, namely, that savages are our 
superiors in visual power, and that the difference 
is so great that ours is a dim decaying sense com- 
pared with their brilliant faculty, and that only 
when we survey the prospect through powerful 
field-glasses do we rise to their level, and see the 
world as they sec it. The truth is that the savage 
sight is no better than ours, although it might seem 
natural enough to think the contrary, on account 
of their simple natural life in the desert, which is 
always green and restful to the eye, or supposed to 
be so; and because they have no gas nor even 
candlelight to irritate the visual nerve, and do 
themselves no injury by poring over miserable 
books. 

Possibly, then, the beginning of the error was in 
this preconceived notion, that greenness and the 
absence of artificial light, with other conditions of 
a primitive life, keep the sight from deteriorating. 
The eye’s adaptiveness did not get sufficient credit. 
We know how the muscles may be developed by 
training, that the blacksmith and prizefighter have 
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mightier arms than others; but it was perhaps 
assumed that the complex structure and extreme 
delicacy of the eye would make it less adaptive than 
other and coarser organs. Whatever the origin of 
the error may have been, it is certain that it has 
received the approval of scientists, and that they 
never open their lips on the subject except to give 
it fresh confirmation. Their researches have 
brought to light a great variety of eye-troubles, 
which, in many cases, are not troublesome at all, 
until they are discovered, named with a startling 
name, and described in terms very alarming to 
persons of timid character. Frequently they are 
not maladies, but inherited defects, like bandy legs, 
prominent teeth, crushed toes, tender skin, and 
numberless other malformations. That such eye- 
defects are as common among savages as among 
ourselves, I do not say, and to this matter I shall 
return later on ; but until the eyes of savages are 
scientifically examined, it seems a very bold thing 
to say that defective colour-sense is due to the 
inimical conditions of our civilization ; for we know 
as little about the colour-sense of savages as we 
do about the colour-sense of the old Greeks. That 
the savage sight is vastly more powerful than ours 
was perhaps not so bold a thing to say, seeing 
that in this matter our teachers were misled by 
travellers’ tales, and perhaps by other considerations, 
as, for instance, the absence of artificial aids to 
sight among the children of nature. The redskin 
may be very old, but as he sits sunning himself 
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before his wigwam in the early morning he is never 
observed to trombone his newspaper. 

The reader may spare himself the trouble of 
smiling, for this is not mere supposition ; in this case 
observation came first and reflection afterwards, for 
I happen to know something of savages from ex- 
perience, and when they were using their eyes in 
their way, and for their purposes, I used mine for 
my purpose, which was diflerent. It is true that the 
redskin will point you out an object in the distance 
and toll its character, and it will be to your sight 
only a dark-coloured object, which might be a bush, 
or stone, or animal of some large kind, or even a 
house. The secret of the difference is that his eye 
is trained and accustomed to see certain things, 
which he looks for and expects to find. Put him 
where the conditions are now to him and he will be 
at fault ; or, even on his native heath, sot him before 
an unfamiliar or unexpected object, and he will show 
no superiority over his civilised brother. I have 
witnessed one instance in which not one but five 
men were all in fault, and made a wrong guess ; 
while the one person of our party who guessed cor- 
rectly, or saw better perhaps, was a child of civiliza- 
tion and a reader of books, and, what is perhaps 
oven more, the descendant of a long line of bookish 
men. This amazed me at the moment, for until then 
my childlike faith in the belief of Humboldt, and of 
the world generally, on the subject had never been 
disturbed. Now I see how this curious thing 
happened. The object was at such a distance that 
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to all of us alike it presented no definite form, but 
was merely something dark, standing against a 
hoary background of tall grass-plumes. Our guides, 
principally regarding its size, at once guessed it to be 
an animal which they no doubt expected to find in that 
place — namely, a wild horse. The other, who did 
not have that training of the eye and nund for 
distant objects in the desert which is like sin in- 
stinct, and, like instinct, is liable to mistakes, and 
who carefully studied its appearance for himself, 
pronounced it to be a dark bush. When we got 
near it turned out to be a clump of tall bulrushes, 
growing in a place where they had no business to 
grow, and burnt by drought and frosts to so dai’k a 
brown that at a distance they seemed quite black. 

In the following case the savage was right. 1 
pointed out an object, dark, far off, so low down as 
to be just visible above the tall grasses, passing with 
a falling and rising motion like that of a horseman 
going at a swinging gallop. “ There goes a mounted 
man,” 1 remarked. “ No — a trarii,” returned my 
companion, after one swift glance ; the trarfi being 
a large, black, eagle-like bird of the plains, the 
carancho of the whites — Polyborus tharus. But the 
object was not necessarily more distinct to him than 
to me ; he could not see wings and beak at that dis- 
tance ; but the trarii was a familiar object, which 
he was accustomed to see at all distances — a figure 
in the landscape which he looked for and expected 
to find. It was only a dark blot on the horizon ; but 
he knew the animal’s habits and appearance, and 
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that when seen far off, in its low down, dilatory, 
rising and falling flight, it simulates the appearance 
of a horseman in full gallop. To know this and a 
few other things was his vocation. If one had set 
him to find a reversed little ‘ s ’ in the middle of a 
closely-printed page the tears would have run down 
his brown cheeks, and he would have abandoned 
the vain quest with aching eyeballs. Yet the proof- 
reader can find the reversed little ‘s’ in a few 
moments, without straining his sight. But it is 
infinitely more important to the savage of che 
plains than to us to see distant moving objects 
quickly and guess their nature correctly. His 
daily food, the recovery of his lost animals, and 
his personal safety depend on it ; and it is not, 
therefore, strange that every blot of dark colour, 
every moving and motionless object on the horizon, 
tells its story better to him than to a stranger ; 
especially when we consider how small a variety of 
objects he is called on to see and judge of in the 
level monotonous region he inhabits. 

This quick judging of dimly seen distant things, 
the eye and mind-achievement of the mounted bar- 
barian on the unobstructed plains, is not nearly so 
admirable as that of his fellow-savage in subtropical- 
regions overspread with dense vegetation, with 
animal life in great abundance and variety, and 
where half the attention must be given to species 
dangerous to man, often very small in size. In some 
hot humid forest districts, the European who should 
attempt to hunt or explore with bare feet legs 
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would be pricked and lacci-ated at almost every step 
of bis progress, and probably get bitten by a serpent 
before the day’s end, Y et the Indian passes Ins life 
there, and, naked or lialf naked, explores the un- 
known wilderness of thorns, and lias only his arrows 
to provide food for himself and his wife and children. 
Ho does not get pierced with thorns and bitten by 
serpents, because his eye is nicely trained to pick 
them out in time to save bimself. Tie walks rapidly, 
but he knows every shade of green, every smooth 
and crinkled leaf, in that dense tangle, full of snares 
and deceptions, through which he is obliged to walk ; 
and much as leaf resembles leaf, ho sets his foot 
where he can safely sot it, or, quickly choosing be- 
tween two evils, where the prickles and thorns are 
softest, or, for some reason known to him, hurt 
least. In like manner he distinguishes the coiled-up 
venomous snake, although it lies so motionless — a 
habit common to the most deadly kinds — and in its 
dull imitative colouring is so difficult to be dis- 
tinguished on the brown earth, and among grey 
sticks and sere and variegated leaves. 

A friend of mine, Fontana of Buenos Ayres, who 
has a life-long acquaintance Avith the Argentine 
Indians, expresses the opinion that at the age of 
twelve years the savage of the Pampas has com- 
pleted his education, and is thereafter able to take 
care of himself; but that the savage of the Gran 
Chaco — the sub-tropical Argentine territory border- 
ing on Paraguay and Bolivia — if left to shift for him- 
self at that age would speedily perish, since he is 
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then only in Ihe middio of his long, difficult, and 
painful apprenticesliij). It was curious and pitiful, 
lie says, to see the little Indian children in the 
Chaco, when their skins were yet tender, stealing 
away from their mother, and trying to follow the 
larger ones })laying at a distance. At every step 
they would fall, and gc't pricked with thorns or cut 
with sharp-edged rushes, and tangled in the 
creepers, and hurt and crying they would struggle 
on, and in this painful manner learn at last where to 
S(‘t their feet-. 

The snake on the ground, coloured like the ground, 
and shaped like tlu' dead curved sticks or vines seen 
everywhere on the ground, and motionless like the 
viiK', does not more closely assimilate to its sur- 
roundings than birds in tr<‘es often do — the birds 
which the Indian must also see. A stransrer in 
these regions, even the naturalist with a sight 
quickened by enthusiasm, finds it hard to detect a 
parrot in a lofty tree, even when ho knows that 
parrots arc' ther(' ; foi' their greenness in the green 
foliage, and the correlated habit they possess of re- 
maining silent and motionless in the presence of an 
intruder, make them invisible to him, and he is as- 
tonished that the Indian should be able to detect 
them. The Indian knows how to look for them ; it is 
his trade, which is long to learn ; but he is obliged to 
learn it, for his success in life, and even life itself, 
depends on it, since in the savage state Nature kills 
those who fail in her competitive examinations. 

The reader has doubtless often seen those little 
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picturc-pnz/ilep, variously labelled “ Where’s the 
Cat?” or “Mad Bull,” or“ Bui’glar,” or “Policeman, ’ 
or “ Snake in the Grass,” etc., in which the thing 
named and to be discovered is formed by branches 
and foliage, and by running water, and drapery, and 
lights and shadows in the sketch. At first one finds 
it extremely difficult to detect this picture within a 
picture ; and at last — with the suddenness with 
which one invariably detects a dull-coloured snake, 
seen previously but not distinguished — the object 
sought for ap])ears, and is thereafter so plain to the 
eye that one cannot look at the sketch, even held 
at a distance, without seeing the cat, or policeman, 
or whatever it happens to be. And after patiently 
studyingsome scores or hundreds of these puzzles one 
gets to knoAV just how to find the thing concealed, 
and finds it quickly — almost at a glance at last. 
Now' the ingenious pei’son that first invented this 
pretty puzzle probably had no thought of Nature, 
W'ith her curious imitative and protective resem- 
blances, in his mind ; yet he might very well have 
taken the hint from Nature, for this is what she 
does. The animal that must be seen to be avoided, 
and the animal that must be seen to be taken, are 
there in her picture, sketched in Avith such cunning 
art that to the uninstructed eye they form only j)or- 
tions of branch and foliage and shadow and sunlight 
above, and dull-hued or variegated earth and stones 
and dead and withering herbage underneath. 

It is possible that slight differences may exist in 
the seeing powers of different nations, duo to the 

N 
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elTect of ])hy.sical conditions: tliiis, the inhabitants 
of mo!iiitain(nis districts and of dry elevated table- 
lands may have a. better sight than dwellers in low, 
humid, and level regions, although just the reverse 
may be the case. Among European nations the 
Germans ar(^ gcmcrally supposed to have weak 
eyes, owing, some imagine, to their excessive in- 
dulgence in tol)acco ; while others attribute the 
supposed decay to the form of type used in their 
books, whicli rcquir(3S closer looking at than ours 
in reading. That they wilt deteriorate still further 
in tliis direction, and from being a spectacled 
p(! 0 ])le become a blind one, to the joy of their 
eiu'inies, is not likely to happen, and probably the 
decadence has heen a great deal exaggerated. 
Animals living iji darkness become near-sighted, 
and then ncai’cr-sighted still, and so on progres- 
sively until tlie vanishing point is reached. In a 
community or nation a similar decline might begin 
from much reading of German books, or perpetual 
smoking of ])ipcs with big china bowls, or from 
some other unknown cause; but the decay could 
not progress far, because there is nothing in man 
to take the place of sight, as there is in the blind 
cave rats and fishes and insects. And if we could 
survey mankind from China to Peru with all the 
scientific appliances which are brought to bear on 
the Board-school children in London, and on the 
nation generally, the differences in the powers of 
vision in the various races, nations, and tribes, 
would probably appear very insignificant. The 
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mistake which eye specialists and writers on llie. 
eye make is that they think too innch ahout the 
eye. When they affirm that the conditions of our 
civilization are highly injurious to tlie sight, do 
they mean all the million conditions, or sets of 
conditions, embraced by onr system, with the 
infinite variety of occupations and modes of living 
which men have, from the lighthouse-keeper to the 
worker underground, whoso day is the dim glimmer 
of a miner’s lainj) ? “ An organ exorcised beyond 

its wont will grow, and thus meet increasi' of 
demand by increase of supply,” Herbert Si)cncer 
says; but, he adds, there is a limit soon reached, 
beyond which it is impossible to go. This increase 
of demand with us is everywhere — now on this 
organ and now on that, according to our work and 
way of lif(', and tin' eye is in no worse case than 
the other organs. There :irc among us many cases 
of heart complaint ; civilization, in such cases, has 
put too great a strain on that organ, and it has 
reached the limit beyond which it cannot go. And 
so with the eye. The total number of the defective 
among us is no doubt very large, for we know that 
our system of life retards — it cannot effectually 
prevent — the healthy action of natural selection. 
Nature pulls one way and we pull the other, com- 
passionately trying to save the unfit from the 
consequences of their unfitness. The humane in- 
stinct compels us ; but the cruel instinct of the 
savage is less painful to contemplate than that 
mistaken or perverted compassion which seeks to 
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perpetuate uiifitness, and in tlie interest of suffering 
individuals inflicts a lasting injury on tlie race. It 
is a beautiful and sacred thing to minister to the 
blind, and to lead them, but a horrible thing to 
encourage them to marry and transmit the miserable 
defective condition to their posterity. Yet this is 
very common ; and not long ago a leader-writer in 
one of the principal London journals spoke of this 
very thing in terms of rapturous approval, and 
looked forward to the gi-owth of a totally blind 
race of men among us, as though it wore something 
to bo ])roud of — a triumph of our civilization ! 

Pelloschi, in liis admirable book on the Chaco 
Indians, says that malformations are never seen in 
these savages, that physically they are all perfect 
men ; and he remarks that in their exceedingly 
hard struggle for existence in a thorny wilderness, 
beset with perils, any bodily defect or ailment 
would be fatal. And as the eye in their life is the 
most important organ, it must be an eye without 
flaw. In this circumstance only do savages differ 
from us — namely, in the absence or rarity of de- 
fective eyes among them; and when those who, 
like Dr. Brudeuell Carter, believe in the decadence 
of the eye in civilized man quote Humboldt’s words 
about the miraculous sight of South American 
savages, they quote an error. It is not strange 
that Humboldt should have fallen into it, for, after 
all, he had only the means which we all possess of 
finding out things — a limited sight and a fallible 
mind. Like the savage, he had trained his faculties 
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to observe and infer, and bis inferences, like those 
of the savage, -wore sometimes wrong. 

The savage sight is no better than ours for the 
simple reason that a better is not required. Nature 
has given to him, as to all her creatures, only what 
was necessary, and nothing for ostentation. Stand- 
ing on the ground, his horizon is a limited one ; 
and the animals he preys on, if often sharper-eyed 
and swifter than he, are without intelligence, and 
thus things are made equal, lie can see the rhea 
as far as the rhea can see him ; and if ho possessed 
the eagle’s far-seeing faculty it would bo of no 
advantage to him. The high-soaring eagle requires 
to see very far, but the low-flying owl is near-sighted. 
And so on through the whole animal world: each kind 
has sight sufficient to find its food and escape from 
its enemies, and nothing beyond. Animals that live 
close to the surface have a very limited sight. 
Moreover, other faculties may usurp the eye’s place, 
or develop so greatly as to make the eye of only 
secondary importance as an organ of intelligence. 
The snake offers a curious case. No other sense 
seems to have developed in it, yet I take the snake 
to bo one of the nearest-sighted creatures in c.xist- 
ence. From long observation of them I am con- 
vinced that small snakes of very sluggish habits do 
not see distinctly farther than from one to three 
yards. But the sluggish snake is the champion faster 
in the animal world, and can afford to lie quiescent 
until the wind of chance blows something eatable in 
its way ; hence it does not require to see an object 
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distinctly until almost within striking distance. 
Another remarkable case is that of the armadillo. 
Of two species I can confidently say that, if they 
are not blind, they are next door to blindness ; yet 
they are diurnal animals that go abroad in the full 
glare of noon and wander far in search of food. 
But their sense of smell is marvellously acute, and, 
as in the case of the mole, it has made sight super- 
fluous. To come back to man : if, in a state of 
nature, he is able to guess the character of objects 
nine times in ten, or nineteen in twenty, seen as far 
as he requires to see anything, his intellectual 
faculties make a better sight unnecessary. If the 
armadillo’s scent had not been so keen, and man 
had not been gifted with nimble brains, the sight in 
both cases would have been vastly stronger; but 
the sharpening of its sense of smell has dimmed the 
armadillo’s eyes and made him blinder than a snake ; 
while man (from no fault of his own) is unable to 
see farther than the wolf and the ostrich and the 
wild ass. 
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CONOKUNlNd liVKS. 

White, crimson, emerald green, shining golden 
yellow, sire amongst the colours seen in the eyes of 
birds. In owls, herons, cormorants, and many 
other tribes, the brightly-tinted eye is incomparably 
the finest feature and chief glory. It fixes the at- 
tention at once, appearing like a splendid gem, for 
which the airy bird-body, ivith its graceful curves 
and soft tints, forms sin appropriate setting. When 
the eye closes in desith, the bird, except to the 
naturalist, becomes a more bundle of dead feathers; 
crystal globes may be put into the empty sockets, 
and a bold life-imitating attitude given to the 
stuffed specimen ; but the vitreous orbs shoot 
forth no life-like flames, the “ passion and the fire 
whose fountains are within” have vanished, and 
the best work of the taxidermist, who has given a 
life to his bastard art, princes in the mind only 
sensations of irritation and disgust. In museums, 
where limited space stands in the way of any abor- 
tive attempts at copying nature too closely, the 
staffer’s work is endurable because useful ; but in 
a drawing-room, who does not close his eyes or 
turn aside to avoid seeing a case of stuffed birds— 
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those unlovely mementoes of death in their gay 
plumes ? Who does not shudder, albeit not with 
fear, to see the wild cat, filled with straw, yawning 
horribly, and trying to frighten the spectator with 
its ci’ockery glare ? I shall never forget the first 
sight I had of the late Mr. Gould’s collection of 
humming-birds (now in the National Museum), 
shown to me by the naturalist himself, who 
evidently took considerable pride in the work of 
his hands. I had just left tropical nature beliind 
me across the Atlantic, and the unexpected meeting 
with a transcript of it in a dusty room in Bedford 
Square gave me a distinct shock. Those pellets of 
dead feathers, which had long ceased to sparkle and 
shine, stuck with wires — not invisible — over blos- 
soming cloth and tinsel bushes, how melancholy 
they made me feel ! 

Considering the bright colour and groat splendour 
of some eyes, particularly in birds, it seems pro- 
bable that in these cases the oi’gan has a twofold 
use : first and chiefly, to see ; secondly, to intimi- 
date an adversary with those luminous mirrors, in 
which all the dangerous fury of a creature brought 
to bay is seen depicted. Throughout natui'e the 
dark eye predominates; and there is certainly a 
great depth of fierceness in the dark eye of a bird 
of prey ; but its effect is less than that produced by 
the vividly-coloured eye, or even of the white eye 
of some raptorial species, as, for instance, of the 
common South American hawk, Asturina pucherani. 
Violent emotions are associated in our minds — 
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possibly, also, in the minds of other species — with 
certain colours. Bright red seems the appropriate 
hue of anger — the poet Herbert even calls the rose 
“ angrie and brave ” on account of its hue — and the 
red or orange certainly expresses resentment better 
than the dark eye. Even a very slight spontaneous 
variation in the colouring of the irides might give 
an advantage to an individual for natural selection 
to act on ; for we can see in almost any living 
creature that not only in its perpetual metaphorical 
struggle for existence is its life safeguarded in many 
ways; but when protective resemblances, flight, 
and instincts of concealment all fail, and it is com- 
pelled to engage in a real struggle with a living 
adversary, it is provided for such occasions with 
another set of defences. Language and attitudes 
of defiance come into play ; feathers or hairs are 
erected ; beaks snap and strike, or teeth are gnashed, 
and the mouth foams or spits ; the body puffs out ; 
wings are waved or feet stamped on the ground, 
and many other intimidating gestures of rage arc 
practised. It is not possible to believe that the 
colouring of the crystal globes, towards which an 
opponent’s sight is first directed, and which most 
vividly exhibit the raging emotions within, can have 
been entirely neglected as a means of defence by 
the principle of selection in nature. For all these 
reasons I believe the bright-coloured eye is an 
improvement on the dark eye. 

Man has been very little improved in this 
direction, the dark eye, except in the north of 
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Europe, having been, until recent times, almost or 
quite universal. The blue eye does not seem to 
have any advantage for man in a state of nature, 
being mild where fierceness of expression is re- 
quired ; it is almost unknown amongst the inferior 
creatures ; and only on the supposition that the 
appearance of the eye is less important to man’s 
welfare than it is to that of other species, can we 
account for its survival in a branch of the human 
race. 

Cerulean eyes ; locks comparable in hue to the 
“ yellow hair that floats on the eastern clouds,” and 
a white body, like snow with a blush on it — what 
could Nature have been dreaming of when she gave 
such things to her rudest most savage humans ! 
That they should have overcome dark-eyed races, 
and trod on their necks and ruined their works, 
strikes one as unnatural, and reads like a fable. 

Little, however, as the human eye has changed, 
assuming it to have been dark originally, there is a 
great deal of spontaneous variation in individuals, 
light hazel and blue-grey being apparently the most 
vai’iablo. I have found curiously marked and 
spotted eyes not uncommon ; in some instances the 
spots being so black, round, and large as to produce 
the appearance of eyes with clusters of pupils on 
them. I have known one person with large brown 
spots on light blue-grey eyes, whose children all 
inherited the peculiarity ; also another with reddish 
hazel irides thickly marked with fine characters 
resembling Greek letters. This person was an 
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Argentine of Spanish blood, and was called by bis 
neighbours o/os escriton, or written eyes. It struck 
me as a very curious circumstance that these eyes, 
both in their ground colour and the form and dis- 
position of the markings traced on them, were 
precisely like the eyes of a species of grebe, common 
in La Plata. Browning bad perhaps observed eyes 
of this kind in some person he had met, when he 
makes his magician say to Pietro de Abano, — 

Mark within my eyes its iris mystic lettered — 

That’s my name ! 

But we look in vain amongst men for tho splendid 
crimson, flaming yellow, or startling white orbs 
which would have made tho dark-skinned brave, 
inspired by violent emotions, a being terrible to see. 
Nature has neglected man in this respect, and it is 
to remedy the omission that he stains his face with 
bright pigments and crowns his head with eagles’ 
barred plumes. 

The quality of shining in the dark, seen in 
the eyes of many nocturnal and semi-nocturnal 
species, has always, I believe, a hostile pur- 
pose. When found in inoffensive species, as, for 
instance, in the lemurs, it can only be attributed to 
mimicry, and this would be a parallel case with 
butterflies mimicking the brilliant “ warning 
colours” of other species on which birds do not 
prey. Cats amongst mammals, and owls amongst 
birds, have been most highly favoured; but to the 
owls the palm must be given. The feline eyes, as 
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of a puma or vrild cat, blazing with wrath, are 
wonderful to see; sometimes the sight of them 
affects one like an electric shock ; but for intense 
brilliance and quick changes, the dark orbs kindling 
with the startling suddenness of a cloud illumined 
by flashes of lightning, the yellow globes of the owl 
are unparalleled. Some readers might think my 
language exaggerated. Descriptions of bright sun- 
sets and of storms with thunder and lightning 
would, no doubt, sound extravagant to one who had 
never witnessed these phenomena. Those only who 
spend years “ conversing with wild animals in 
desert places,” to quote Azara’s words, know that, 
as with the atmosphere, so with animal life, there 
are special moments ; and that a creature present- 
ing a very sorry appearance dead in a museum, or 
living in captivity, may, when hard pressed and 
fighting for life in its own fastness, lijo sublimed by 
its fury into a weird and terrible object. 

Nature has many surprises for those who wait on 
her ; one of the greatest she ever favoured me with 
was the sight of a wounded Magellanic eagle-owl 
I shot in I’atagonia. The haunt of this bird was an 
island in the river, overgrown with giant grasses 
and tall willows, leafless now, for it was in the 
middle of winter. Here I sought for and found 
him waiting on his perch for the sun to set. He 
eyed me so calmly when I aimed my gun, I scarcely 
had the heart to pull the trigger. He had reigned 
there so long, the feudal tyrant of that remote 
wilderness ! Many a water-rat, stealing like a 
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shadow along the margin between the deep stream 
and the giant rushes, ho had snatched away to 
death ; many a spotted wild pigeon had woke on its 
perch at night with his cruel crooked talons 
piercing its flesh ; and beyond the valley on the 
bushy uplands many a crested tinamou had been 
slain on her nest and her beautiful glossy dark 
green eggs left to grow pale in the sun and wind, 
the little lives that were in them dead because of 
their mother’s death. But I wanted that bird 
badly, and hardened my heart ; the “ demoniacal 
laughter ” with which he had so often answered the 
rushing sound of tho swift black river at eventide 
would be heard no more. I fired ; he swerved on 
his perch, remained suspended for a few moments, 
then slowly fluttered down. Behind the spot where 
ho had fallen was a great mass of tangled dark- 
green grass, out of which rose the tall, slender boles 
of the trees ; overhead through the fretwork of 
leafless twigs tho sky was flushed with tender 
roseate tints, for the sun had now gone down and 
the surface of the earth was in shadow. There, in 
such a scene, and with the wintry quiet of the 
desert over it all, T found my victim stung by his 
wounds to fury and prepared for the last supreme 
effort. Even in repose he is a big eagle-like bird ; 
now his appearance was quite altered, and in the 
dim, uncertain light he looked gigantic in size — a 
monster of strange form and terrible aspect. Bach 
particular feather stood out on end, the tawny 
barred tail spread out like a fan, the immense tiger- 
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coloured wings wide open and rigid, so that as the 
bird that had clutched the grass with his great 
feathered claws, swayed his body slowly from side 
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to side — just as a snake about to ^rike sways his 
head, or as an angry watchful cat moves its tail — 
first the tip of one, then of the other wing touched 
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the ground. The blaek horns stood erect, while in 
the centre of the wheel-shaped head the beak 
snapped incessantly, producing a sound resembling 
the clicking of a sewing-machine. This was a 
suitable setting for the pair of magnificent furious 
eyes, on which I gazed with a kind of fascination, 
not unmixed with fear when I remembered the 
agony of pain suffered on former occasions from 
sharp, crooked talons driven into me to the bone. 
The irides were of a bright orange colour, but 
every time I attempted to approach the bird they 
kindled into great globes of quivering yellow flame, 
the black pupils being surrounded by a scintillating 
crimson light which threw out minute yellow sparks 
into the air. When I retired from the bird this 
preternatural fiery aspect would instantly vanish. 

The dragon eyes of that Magellanic owl haunt 
me still, and when I remember them, the bird’s 
death still weighs on ray conscience, albeit by 
killing it I bestowed on it that dusty immortality 
which is the portion of stuffed specimens in a 
museum. 

The question as to the cause of this fiery 
appearance is one hard to answer. We know that 
the source of the luminosity in owls’ and cats’ 
eyes is the tapediim lucidvm — the light-reflecting 
membrane between the retina and the sclarotic 
coat of the eyeball ; but the mystery remains. 
When with the bird, T particularly noticed that 
every time I retired the nictitating membrane would 
immediately cover the eyes and obscure them for 

0 
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some time, as they will when an owl is confronted 
with strong sunlight ; and this gave me the im- 
pression that the fiery, flashing appearance was 
accompanied with, or followed by, a burning or 
smarting sensation. I will here quote a very 
suggestive passage from a letter on this subject 
written to me by a gentleman of great attainments 
in science : “ Eyes certainly do shine in the dark — 
some eyes, c.y. those of cats and owls; and the 
scintillation you speak of is probably another form 
of the phenomenon. It probably depends upon 
some extra-sensibility of the retina analogous to 
what exists in the molecular constitution of sulphide 
of calcium and other phosphorescent substances. 
The diflBculty is in the (scintillation. We know that 
light of this character has its source in the heat 
vibrations of molecules at the temperature of in- 
candescence, and the electric light is no exception 
to the rule. A possible explanation is that supra- 
sensitivo retinae in times of excitement become 
increasedly phosphorescent, and the same excite- 
ment causes a change in the curvature of the lens, 
so that the light is focussed, and pro tanto 
brightened into sparks. Seeing how little we know 
of natural forces, it may bo that what we call light 
in such a case is eye speaking to eye — an emanation 
from the window of one brain into the window of 
another.” 

Probably all those cases one hears and reads 
about — some historical — ’Of human eyes flashing fire 
and blazing with wrath, are mere poetic exaggera- 
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tious. One would not look for these fiery eyes 
amongst the peaceful children of civilization, who, 
when they make war, do so without anger, and kill 
their enemies by machinery, without even seeing 
them ; but amongst savage or semi-savage men, 
carnivorous in their diet, fierce in disposition, and 
extremely violent in their passions. It is precisely 
amongst people of this description that I have lived 
a great deal. I have often seen them frenzied with 
excitement, their faces white as ashes, hair erect, 
and eyes drooping great tears of rage, but 1 have 
never seen anything in them even approaching to 
that fiery appearance described in the owl. 

Nature has done comparatively little for the 
human eye, not only in denying it the terrifying 
splendours found in some other species, but also in 
the minor merit of beauty. When going .about 
the world one cannot help thinking that the 
various races and tribes of men, differing in 
the colour of their skins and in the climates and 
conditions they live in, ought to have differently- 
coloured eyes. In Brazil, I was greatly struck with 
the magnificent appearance of many of the negro 
women I saw there; well-formed, tall, majestic 
creatures, often appropriately clothed in loose white 
gowns and white turban-like headdresses ; while on 
their round polished blue-black arras they wore 
silver armlets. It seemed to me that pale golden 
irides, as in the intensely black tyrant-bird Liche- 
nops perspicillata, would have given a finishing 
glory to these sable beauties, completing their 
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strange unique loveliness. Again in that exquisite 
type of hunalo beauty which we see in the white 
girl with a slight infusion of negro blood, giving the 
graceful frizzle to the hair, the purple-red hue to 
the lips, and the delicate dusky terra-cotta tinge to 
the skin, an eye more suitable than the dark dull 
brown would have been the intense orange-brown 
seen in some lemur’s eyes. For many very dark- 
skinned tribes nothing more beautiful than the ruby- 
red iris could be imagined ; while sea-green eyes 
would have best suited dusky-pale Polynesians and 
languid peaceful tribes like the one described in 
'I’ennyson’s poem : — 

And rcmiul about tlie keel with faces pale, 

Dark faces pale against that rosy flame, 

The mild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters came. 

Since we cannot have the eyes we should like 
best to have, let us consider those that Nature 
has given us. The incomparable beauty of the 
“ cmei’ald eye ” has been greatly praised by the 
poets, particularly by those of Spain. Emerald 
eyes, if they only existed, would certainly be 
beautiful beyond all others, especially if set off 
with dark or black hair and that dim pensive 
creamy pallor of the skin frequently seen in warm 
climates, and which is more beautiful than the rosy 
complexion prevalent in northern regions, though 
not so lasting. But either they do not exist or 
else I have been very unfortunate, for after long 
seeking I am compelled to confess that never yet 
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have I been gratified by the sight of emerald eyes. 
I have seen eyes called green, that is, eyes with a 
greenish tinge or light in them, bnt they were not 
the eyes I sought. One can easily forgive the poets 
their misleading descriptions, since they are not 
trustworthy guides, and very often, like TIumpty 
Dumpty in ThroHgh the LookitKj Glae.'i, make 
words do “ extra woi’k.” For sober fact one is 
accustomed to look to men of science ; yet, strange 
to say, while these complain that we — the unscien- 
tific ones — are without any settled and correct ideas 
about the colour of our own eyes, they have 
endorsed the poet’s fable, and have even taken 
considei’able pains to persuade tlie world of its 
truth. Dr. Paul Broca is their greatest authority. 
In his Manual for AufJirojtolotiisl-i ho divides 
human eyes into four distinct types — orange, green, 
blue, grey ; and these four again into five varieties 
each. The symmetry of such a classification sug- 
gests at once that it is an arbitraiy one. Why 
orange, for instance P Light hazel, clay colour, red, 
dull brown, cannot pi’opcrly be called orange ; but the 
division requires the five supposed varieties of the 
dark pigmented eye to be grouped under one name, 
and because there is yellow pigment in some dark 
eyes they are all called orange. Again, to make the 
five grey varieties the lightest grey is made so very 
light that only when placed on a sheet of white 
paper does it show grey at all ; but there is always 
some colour in the human skin, so that Broca’s 
eye would appear absolutely white by contrast — a 
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thing nnlieard of ill nature. Then we have the green, 
beginning with the palest sage green, and up througli 
grass green and emerald green, to the deepest sea 
green and the green of the holly leaf. Do such eyes 
exist in nature ? Tn theory they do. The blue eye 
is blue, and the grey grey, because in such eyes 
there is no yellow or brown pigment on the outer 
surface of the iris to prevent the dark purple pig- 
ment — the uvea — on the inner surface from being 
seen through the membrane, which has different 
degrees of opacity, making the eye appear grey, 
light or dark blue, or purple, as the case may be. 
When yellow pigment is deposited in small quantity 
on the outer membrane, then it should, according 
to the theory, blend with the inner blue and make 
green. Unfortunately for the anthropologists, it 
doesn’t. It only gives in some cases the greenish 
variable tinge I have mentioned, but nothing ap- 
proaching to the decided greens of Broca’s tables. 
Given an eye with the right degree of translucency 
in the membrane and a very thin deposit of yellow 
pigment spread equally over the surface ; the result 
would be a perfectly green iris. Nature, however, 
does not proceed quite in this way. The yellow 
pigment varies greatly in hue ; it is muddy yellow, 
bi’owi), or earthy colour, and it never spreads itself 
uniformly over the surface, but occurs in patches 
grouped about the pupil and spreads in dull rays or 
lines and spots, so that the eye which science says 
“ ought to be called green ” is usually a very dull 
blue-grey, or brownish-blue, or clay colour, and in 



Concerning Eyes. 199 

some rare instances shows a changeable greenish 
hue. 

In the remarks accompanying the Report of the 
Anthropometric Committee of the British Associa- 
tion for 1881 and 1883, it is said that green eyes are 
more common than the tables indicate, and that eyes 
that should properly be called green, owing to the 
popular prejudice against that term, have been re- 
corded as grey or some other colour. 

Does any such prejudice exist ? or is it neces- 
sary to go about with the open manual in our hands 
to know a green eye when we see one ? No doubt 
the “popular prejudice” is supposed to have its 
origin in Shakespeare’s description of jealousy as a 
green-eyed monster; but if Shakespeare has any 
great weight with the popular mind, the prejudice 
ought to be the other way, since he is one of those 
who sing the splendours of the green eye. 

Thus in Romeo and Juliet : — 

The eagle, inadani, 

Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye 
As Paris hath. 

The lines are, however, nonsense, as green- 
eyed eagles have 110 existence ; and perhaps the 
question of the popular prejudice is not Avorth 
arguing about. 

Once only in my long years’ quest after green 
eyes, during which I have sometimes walked miles 
along a crowded thoroughfare seeing the orbs of 
every person that passed me, was T led to think that 
my reward had come at last. On taking ray seat 
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in a public conveyance T noticed a fashionably- 
dressed lady, of a singularly attractive appearance, 
on the opposite seat, but a little higher up. Her 
skin was somewhat pale, her hair dark, and her 
eyes green ! “ At last ! ” T exclaimed, mentally, 

glad as if I had found a priceless gem. It was 
misery to me to have to observe her furtively, to 
think that I should so soon lose sight of her ! 
Several minutes passed, during which she did not 
move her head, and still the eyes were green — not 
one of the dull and dark hues that Broca imagined 
and painted, but a clear, excpiisitely beautiful sea- 
green, as sea-water looks with a strong sunlight in 
it, where it is deep and pure, in the harbour of some 
rocky island under the tropics. At length, not yet 
convinced, I moved a little higher up on my seat, so 
that when I should next look at her her eyes would 
meet mine full and straight. The wished (and 
feared) moment came : alas ! the eyes were no 
longer green, but grey, and not very pure in colour. 
Having looked green when viewed obliquely, they 
could not be a very pure grey : they were simply 
grey eyes with an exceedingly thin pigment, so thin 
as not to appear as pigment, equally spread over the 
surface of the irides. This made the eyes in some 
lights appear gi-een, just as a dog’s eyes, when the 
animal sits in shadow and the upturned balls catch 
the light, sometimes look pure green. I know a 
dog, now living, whose eyes in such circumstances 
always appear of that colour. But as a rule the 
dog’s eyes take a hyaline blue. 
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If we could leave out the mixed or neutral eyes, 
which are in a transitional state — blue eyes with some 
pigment obscuring their blueness, and making them 
(juite unclassifiable, as no two pairs of eyes are 
found alike — then all eyes might be divided into two 
great natural orders, those with and those without 
pigment on the outer surface of the membrane. 
They could not well be called light and dark eyes, 
since many hazel eyes are really lighter than purple 
and dark grey eyes. They might, however, be simply 
called brown and blue, for in all eyes with the 
outer pigment there is brown, or something scarcely 
distinguishable from brown ; and all eyes without 
pigment, even the purest greys, have some blueness. 

Brown eyes express animal passions rather than 
intellect and the higher moral feelings. They are 
frequently equalled in their own peculiar kind of 
eloquence by the brown or dark eyes in the domestic 
dog. Tn animals there is, in fact, often an exag- 
gerated eloqtience of expression. To judge from 
their eyes, caged cats and eagles in the Zoological 
Gardens are all furred and feathered Bonnivards, 
Even in the most intellectual of men the brown eye 
speaks more of the heart than of the head. Tn the 
inferior creatures the black eye is always keen and 
cunning or else soft and mild, as in fawns, doves, 
aquatic birds, &c. ; and it is remarkable that in 
man also the black eye — dark brown iris with largo 
pupil — generally has one or the other of these pre- 
dominant expressions. Of course, in highly- 
civilized communities, individual exceptions are 
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extremely numerous. Spanish and negro women 
have woudei-fully soft and loving eyes, while the 
cunning weasel-like eye is common everywhere, 
especially amongst Asi.atics. In high-caste Orientals 
th(' keen, cunning look has been refined and exalted 
to an appearance of marvellous subtlety — the finest 
expression of which the black eye is capable. 

The blue eye — all blues and greys being here in- 
cluded — is par e,i'relloiie(’, the eye of intellectual man : 
that outer warm-coloured pigment hanging like a 
cloud, as it were, over the brain absorbs its most 
spiritual emanations, so that only when it is (piite 
bit)wn away are we able to look into the soul, forget- 
ting man’s kinship with the bi’utes. AVIien one is uu- 
accuslomed to it from alw.ays living with dark-eyed 
races, the blue eye seems like an anomaly in nature, 
if not a ])ositive blunder ; for its power of express- 
ing the lower and commonest instincts and passions 
of our race is coinpai'atively limited ; and in cases 
where the higher faculties are undevelo[)ed it seems 
vacant and meaningless. Add to this that rhe 
ethereal blue colour is associated in the mind with 
atmospheric phenomena rather than with solid 
matter, inorganic or animal. It is the hue of the 
void, expressionless sky ; of shadows on far-off hill 
and cloud ; of water under certain conditions of 
the atmosphere, and of the unsubstantial summer 
haze, — 

whose margin fades 
For ever and for ever as I move. 

In organic nature we only find the hue sparsely 
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used in tlic quickly-perishing flowers of some fruil 
plants ; while a few living things of free and buoy- 
ant motions, like birds and butterflies, have been 
touched on the wings with tlic celestial tint only to 
make them more aiirial in appearance. Only in man, 
removed from the gross materialism of nature, and in 
whom has been developed the highest faculties of 
the luind, do we see the full beauty and signifioauce 
of the blue eye — the eye, that is, without the inter- 
posing cloud of dark pigment covering it. In the 
biography of Nathaiuel Hawthorne, the author says 
of him : “ His eyes were large, dark-blue, brilliant, 
and full of varied expression. Jlayard Taylor used 
to say that they were the only eyes he ever knew to 
flash fire. . . . AVIiile he was yet at college, an old 
gipsy woman, meeting him suddenly in a woodland 
path, gazed at him and asked, — 

“ ‘ Are you a man, or an angel ? ’ ” 

I may say here that gipsies are so accustomed 
to concentrate their sight on the eyes of the people 
they meet that tlmy acquire a marvellous proficiency 
in detecting their expression ; they study them with 
an object, as my friend the gambler studied the 
backs of the cards he played with ; without seeing 
the eyes of their intended dupe they would be at 
a loss what to say. 

To return to Hawthorne. Ilis Avife says in one 
of her letters quoted in the book : “ The flame of 
his eyes consumed compliment, cant, sham, and 
falsehood ; while the most wretched sinners — so 
many of whom came to confess to him — met in his 
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glance such a pity and sympathy that they ceased 
to bo afraid of God and began to return to Him. . . . 
/ never dared gaze at turn, even I, unless his lids loere 
down.'' 

I think we have, most of us, seen eyes like these 
— eyes which one rather avoids meeting, because 
when met one is startled by the sight of a naked 
human soul brought so near. One person, at least, 
I have known to whom the above description would 
apply in every particular ; a man whose intellectual 
and moral nature was of the highest order, and who 
perished at the age of thirty, a jnartyr to the cause 
of humanity. 

How very strange, then, that savage man should 
have been endowed with this eye unsuited to express 
the instincts and passions of savages, but able to 
express the intelligence, high moral feelings, and 
spirituality which a humane civilization was, long 
ages after, to develop in his torpid brain ! A fact 
like this seems to fit in with that flattering, 
fascinating, ingenious hypothesis invented by Wal- 
lace to account for facts which, according to the 
theory of natural selection, ought not to exist. 

In answer to the question. What is the colour of 
the British eye ? so frequently asked, and not yet 
definitely settled, I wish, in conclusion, to record 
my own observations here. I have remarked a 
surprisingly gieat difference in the eyes of the two 
classes into which the population is practically 
divisible — the well-to-do class and the poor. I 
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began my observations in Tjondon — there is no 
better place ; and my simple plan was to Avalk along 
the most frequented streets and thoroughfares, 
observing the eyes of every person that passed me. 
My sight being good, even the very brief glance, 
which was all that could be had in most cases, was 
sufficient for mypui’pose; and in this way hundreds 
of pairs of eyes could be seen in the course of a 
day. In Cheapsido the population seemed too 
mixed ; but in Piccadilly, and Bond Street, and 
along Rotten Row, daring the season, it appeared 
safe to set down a very large majority of the 
pedestrians as belonging to the prosperous class. 
There are other streets and thoroughfares in London 
where very nearly all the people seen in it at any 
time are of the working class. I also frequently 
strolled up and down the long streets, where the 
poor do their marketing on Saturday evenings, and 
when, owing to the slow rate of progress, their 
features can be easily studied. 

To take the better class first. I think it would 
puzzle any stranger, walking in Piccadilly or along 
the Row on a spring afternoon, to say what the 
predominant colour of the English eye is, so great is 
the variety. Every shade of grey and blue, from 
the faint cerulean of a pale sky, to the ultramarine, 
called purple and violet, and which looks black ; 
and every type and shade of the dark eye, from the 
lightest hazel and the yellowish tint resembling that 
of the sheep’s iris, to the deepest bi’owns, and the 
iris of liquid jet with ruddy and orange reflections 
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in it — the tortoiseshell eye and chief glory of the 
negro woman. Another surprising fact was the 
large proportion of fine eyes. For this variety and 
excellence several explanations might be given, 
not one of which would probably seem quite satis- 
factory ; I therefore leave the reader to form his 
own theory on the subject. 

In the lower class no such difficulty appeared. 
Here, in a very large majority of cases — about 
eighty per cent. I think — the eye was grey, or grey- 
blue, but seldom pure. The impurity was caused 
by a small quantity of pigment, as I could generally 
see by looking closely at the iris, a yellowish tinge 
being visible round the pupil. My conclusion was, 
that this impure grey eye is the typical British eye 
at the present time ; that it is becoming pigmented, 
and will probably, if the race endures long enough, 
become dark. 



CHAPTER XTTI. 


THU PLAINS ON PATAGONIA. 

Near the end of Darwin’s famous narrative of the 
voyage of the Beagle there is a passage which, for 
me, has a very special interest and significance. Jt 
is as follows, and the italicization is mine : — “ fn 
calling up images of the past, I find the plains of 
Patagonia frequently cross before ray eyes ; yet 
these plains are pronounced by all to be most 
wretched and useless. They are characterized only 
by negative possessions ; without habitations, with- 
out water, without trees, without mountains, they 
support ouly a few dwarf plants. Why, then— and 
the case is not peculiar to myself — have these arid 
wastes taken so firm possession of my mind ? Why 
have not the still more level, the greener and more 
fertile pampas, which are serviceable to mankind, 
produced an equal impression? f can- scarcely 
analyze these feelings, but it must be partly owing 
to the free scope given to the imagination. The 
plains of Patagonia are boundless, for they are 
scarcely practicable, and hence unknown ; they bear 
the stamp of having thus lasted for ages, and there 
appears no limit to their duration through future 
time. If, as the ancients supposed, the flat earth 
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was surrounded by an impassable breadth of water, 
or by deserts heated to an intolerable excess, who 
would not look at these last boundaries to man’s 
knowledge with deep but ill-defined sensations ?” 

That he did not in this passage hit on the right 
explanation of the sensations he experienced in 
Patagonia, and of the strength of the impressions it 
made on his mind, I am quite convinced ; for the 
thing is just as true of to-day as of the time, in 
1886, when he wrote that the case was not peculiar 
to himself. Yet since that date — which now, thanks 
to Darwin, seems so remote to the naturalist — 
those desolate regions have ceased to be impracti- 
cable, and, although still uninhabited and uninhabit- 
able, except to a few nomads, they are no longer 
unknown. During tiio last twenty years the country 
has been crossed in various directions, from the 
Atlantic to the Andes, and from the Rio Negro to 
the Straits of Magellan, and has been found all 
barren. The mysterious illusive city, peopled by 
whites, which was long believed to exist in the un- 
known interior, in a valley called Trapalanda, is to 
moderns a myth, a mirage of the mind, as little to 
the traveller’s imagination. as the glittering capital 
of great Manoa, which Alonzo Pizarro and his false 
friend Orellana failed to discover. The traveller of 
to-day really expects to see nothing more exciting 
than a solitary huanaco keeping watch on a hill- 
top, and a few grey-plumaged rheas flying from 
him, and, possibly, a band of long-haired roving 
savages, with their faces painted black and red. 
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Yet, in spite of accurate knowledge, the old cliarm 
still exists in all its freshness ; and after all the 
discomforts and sufferings endured in a desert cursetl 
with eternal barrenness, the returned traveller finds 
in after years that it still keeps its hold on him, that 
it shines brighter in memory, and is dearer to him 
than any other region he may have visited. 

We know that the more deeply our feelings are 
moved by any scene the more vivid and lasting will 
its image bo in memory — a fact which accounts for 
the comparatively unfading character of the images 
that date back to the period of childhood, when we 
are most emotional. Judging from my own case, 
1 believe that we have here the secret of the per- 
sistence of Patagonian images, and their frequent 
I’ecurrence in the minds of many who have visited 
that grey, monotonous, and, in one sense, eminently 
uninteresting region. Tt is not the effect of the 
unknown, it is not imagination ; it is that nature in 
these desolate scones, for a reason to be guessed at 
by-and-by, moves us more deeply than in others. 
In describing his rambles in one of the most deso- 
late spots in Patagonia, Darwin remarks : “ Yet, in 
passing over these scenes, without one bright object 
near, an ill-defined but strong sense of pleasure is 
vividly excited.” When I recall a Patagonian scene, 
it comes before me so complete in all its vast extent, 
with all its details so clearly outlined, that, if I were 
actually gazing on it, I could scarcely see it more 
distinctly; yet other scenes, even those that were 
beautiful and sublime, with forest, and ocean, and 
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mountain, and over all the deep blue sky and 
brilliant sunsliino of the tropics, appear no longer 
distinct and entire in memory, and only become 
more broken and clouded if any attempt is made to 
rcgiird tkein attentively. Here and there I see a 
wooded mountain, a grove of palms, a flowery tree, 
green waves dashing on a rocky shore — nothing but 
isolated patches of bright colour, tlie parts of the 
picture that have not faded on a great blui-red 
canvas, or series of canvases. These last are images 
of scenes which were looked on with wonder and 
admiration — feelings which the Patagonian wastes 
could not inspire — but the grey, monotonous soli- 
tude woke other and deeper feelings, and in that 
mental state the scene was indelibly impressed on 
the mind. 

I spent the greater part of one winter at a point 
on the Bio Negro, seventy or eighty miles from the 
sea, where the valley on my side of the water was 
about five miles wide. The valley alone was habit- 
able, where there was water for man and beast, and 
a thin soil producing grass and grain ; it is per- 
fectly level, and ends abruptly at the foot of the 
bank or terrace-like formation of the higher barren 
plateau. It was my custom to go out every morn- 
ing on horseback with my gun, and, followed by 
one dog, to ride away from the valley; and no 
sooner would J climb the terrace and plunge into 
the grey universal thicket, than 1 would find myself 
as completely alone and cut off from all sight and 
sound of human occupancy as if five hundred instead 



The Plains of Paiai^'onia. 


21 I 


of ouly five miles separateil me from the hidden f^romi 
valley and river. So wild and solitary and remote 
seemed that grey waste, stretching away into 
infinitude, a waste untrodden by man, and where 
the wild animals are so few that they have made no 
discoverable path in the wilderness of thorns. 
There I might have dropped down and died, and 
my flesh been devoured by birds, and my bones 
bleached white in sun and wind, and no person 
would have found them, and it would have been 
forgotten that one had ridden forth in the morning 
and had not returned. Or if, like the few wild 
animals there — puma, huanaco, and hare-like doli- 
chotis, or Darwin’s rhea and the crested tiuamou 
among the birds — I had been able to exist without 
water, I might have made myself a hermitage of 
brushwood or dug-out in the side of a cliff, and 
dwelt there until I had grown grey as the stones 
and trees around me, and no human foot would 
have stumbled on my hiding-place. 

Not once, nor twice, nor thrice, but day after 
day 1 returned to this solitude, going to it in tlie 
morning as if to attend a festival, and leaving it 
only when hunger and thii’st and the westering sun 
compelled me. And yet I had no object in goijig — 
no motive which could be put into words ; for 
although I carried a gun, there was nothing to slioot 
— the shooting was all left behind in the valley. 
Sometimes a dolichotis, starting up at my approach, 
flashed for one moment on my sight, to vanish the 
next moment in the continuous thicket; or a covey 
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of tinamous sprang rocket-like into the air, and fled 
away with long wailing notes and loud Avhiir of 
wings ; or on some distant hill-side a bright patch 
of yellow, of a deer that was watching me, appeared 
and I’cmained motionless for two or three minutes. 
But the animals were few, and sometimes f would 
pass an entire day without seeing one mammal, and 
perhaps not more than a dozen birds of any size. 
The weather at that time was cheerless, generally 
with a grey film of cloud spread over the sky, and 
a bleak wind, often cold enough to make my bridle 
hand feel quite numb. Moreover, it was not pos- 
sible to enjoy a canter ; the bushes grew so close 
together that it was as much as one could do to 
pass through at a walk without brushing against 
them ; and at this slow pace, which would have 
seemed intolerable in other circumstances, I would 
ride about for hours at a stretch. In the scene 
itself there was nothing to delight the eye. Every- 
where through the light, grey mould, grey as ashes 
and formed by the ashes of myriads of generations 
of dead trees, Avherc the wind had blown on it, or 
the rain had washed it away, the underlying yellow 
sand appeared, and the old ocean-polished pebbles, 
dull red, and grey, and green, and yellow. On 
arriving at a hill, I would slowly ride to its summit, 
and stand there to survey the prospect. On every 
side it stretched away in great undulations; but 
the undulations were wild and irregular ; the hills 
wore rounded and cone-shaped, they were solitary 
and in groups and ranges; some sloped gently. 
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others vvere ridgo-liko and stretched away in league- 
long terraces, with other terraces beyond ; and all 
alike were clothed in the grey everlasting thorny 
vegetation. How grey it all was! hardly less so 
near at hand than on the Inaze-wrapped horizon, 
where the hills were dim and the outline blurred by 
distance. Sometimes I would see the largo eawlo- 



like, wdiitc-breasted buzzard, Butoo crythronotns, 
perched on the summit of a bush half a mile away ; 
and so long as it would continue stationed motionless 
before me my eyes would remain involuntarily fixed 
on it, just as one keeps his eyes on a bright light 
shining in the gloom ; for the whiteness of the hawk 
seemed to exercise a fascinating power on the 
vision, so surpassingly bright was it by contrast in 



214 


Idle Days in Patagonia. 

the midst, of that universal unrelieved greyness. 
Descending from my look-out, 1 would take up my 
aimless wanderings again, and visit other elevations 
to gaz(' on tiie same landscape from another point ; 
and so on for hours, and at noon 1 would dismount 
and sit or lie on my folded poncho for an hour or 
longer. One day, in these rambles, I discovered a 
small grove composed of twenty to thirty trees, 
ahout oightecm feet high, and taller than the sur- 
rounding trees. They were growing at a con- 
venient distance apart, and had evidently been 
resorted to by a herd of deer or other wild animals 
for a very long timt', for the boles were polished to 
a glassy smoothness with much rubbing, and the 
ground beneath was trodden to a floor of clean, 
loose yellow sand. This grove was on a hill 
differing in shape from other hills in its neighbour- 
hood, so that it was ( a.sy for me to find it on other 
occasions ; and after a time 1 made a. point of 
finding and using it as a resting-place every day at 
noon. I did not ask myself why .1 made choice of 
that one spot, sometimes going miles out of my way 
to sit there, instead of sitting dowm under any one 
of the millions of trees and bushes covering the 
country, on any other hillside. 1 thought nothing 
at all about it, but acted iinconsciously ; only after- 
wards, -when revolving the subject, it seemed to me 
that after having rested there once, each time 1 
wished to rest again the wiish came associated with 
the image of that particular clump of trees, with 
polished stems and clean bed of sand beneath; 
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and in a short time T formed a habit of returnin<r, 
aniraal-like, to repose at that same sjiot. 

It was perhaps a mistake to say that I would sit 
down and rest, since I was never tired: and yet 
Avitliout being tired, that noonday pause, during 
which T sat for an hour without moving, was 
strangely grateful. All day the silence seemed 
grateful, it was very perfect, very profound. There 
were no insects, and the only bird sound — a feeble 
chirp of alarm emitted by a small skulking wren- 
like species — was not heard oftener than two or 
three times an hour. The only sounds as 1 rode 
were the mnfiled hoof-strokes of my horse, scratch- 
ing of twigs against my boot or saddle-flap, iind the 
low panting of the dog. And it seemed to be a relief 
to escape oven from these sounds when I dismounted 
and sat down : for in a few momeuts the dog would 
stretch his head out on his paws and go to sleep, 
and then there would be no sound, not ev'en the 
rustle of a leaf. For unless the wind blows strong 
there is no fluttering motion and uo whisper in the 
small stiff undeciduous leaves; and the bushes 
stand unmoving as if carved out of stone. One 
day while lidimini/ to the silence, it occurred to my 
mind to wonder what the eft'ect would be if I were 
to shout aloud. This seemed at the time a horrible 
suggestion of fancy, a “ lawless and uncertain 
thought ” which almost made me shudder, and I was 
anxious to dismiss it quickly from my mind. But 
during those solitary days it was a rare thing for any 
thought to cross my mind ; auiraal forms did not 
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CM'oss my vision or bird-voices assail ray hearing 
more rarely. In that novel state of mind I was in, 
tliought had become iin|)ossible. Elsewhere T bad 
always been able to think most freely on horseback ; 
and on the pampas, even in the most lonely places, 
my mind was always most active when I travelled 
at a swinging gallo]). This was doubtless habit ; 
but now, with a horse under me, I had become 
inca])ablo of reflection : my mind had suddenly 
transformed itself from a ihinking machine into a 
machine for some other unknown purpose. To 
think was like setting in motion a noisy engine in 
my brain ; and there was something there which 
bade me b(' still, and [ was forced to obey. My 
state was one of and iiiatchfiihiass : yet I 

had no e.xpectation of meeting with an adventure, 
and felt as free from apprehension as I feel now 
when sitting in a I’ooin in Eondon. The change in 
me, was just as great and wonderful as if I had 
changed my identity for that of another man or 
animal ; but at the lime I was poweiless to wonder 
at oi‘ speculate about it : the state seemed familiar 
rather than strange, and although accompanied by 
a strong feeling of elation, T did not know it— did 
not know that something had come between me 
and my intellect— until I lost it and returned to 
my former self— to thinking, and the old insipid 
existence. 

Such changes in us, however brief in duration 
the^ may be, and in most cases they are very brief. 
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but wliich so lonjy as tliey last seem to affect us 
down to the very roots of our being, and come as a 
great surprise — a revelation of an unfamiliar and 
unsuspected nature hidden uneler the nature we are 
conscious of — can only bo attributed to an instan- 
taneous reversion to the primitive and wholly 
savage mental conditions. Probably not many 
men exist who would be unable to recall similar 
cases in theii’ own experience; but it frequently 
happens that the revived instinct is so purely animal 
in character and repugnant to our refined or 
humanitarian feelings, that it is sedulously con- 
cealed and its promptings resisted. In the military 
and seafaring vocations, and in lives of travel and 
adventure, those sudden and surprising reversions 
are most frequently experienced. The excitement 
affecting men going into battle, which even affects 
those who are- constitutionally timid and will cause 
them to exhibit a reckless daring and contempt of 
danger astonishing to themselves, is a familiar in- 
stance. This instinctive courage has been compared 
to intoxication, but it does not, like alcohol, obscure 
a man’s faculties : on the contrary, he is far more 
keenly active to everything going on around him 
than the person who keeps perfectly cool. The 
man who is coolly courageous in fight has his 
faculties in their ordinary condition : the faculties 
of the man who goes into battle inflamed with 
instinctive, joyous excitement are sharpened to a 
preternatural keenness.^ When the constitutionally 
' Tn an article on " Courage,” by Lord Wolseley, in the Fort- 
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timid man has liad an experience of this kind he 
looks back on the day that brought it to him as 
the hap])iest he has known, one that stands out 
briglitly and shines with a strange glory among his 
days. 

When wo are suddenly confronted with any 
terrible daugei", the change of nature we undergo 
is cupially great. Tn some cases fear paralyzes us, 
and, like animals, we stand still, powerless to move 
a step in flight, or to lift a hand in defence of our 
lives ; and sometimes we arc seized Avith panic, and, 
again, act more like the inferior animals than 
rational beings. On the other hand, frequently in 
cases of sudden extreme peril, which cannot be 
escaped by flight, and must be instantly faced, 
even the most timid men at once, as if by miracle, 
become.' possessed of the necessary courage, sharp, 
quick apprehension, and swift decision, d’his is a 
miracle very common in nature ; man and the in- 
ferior animals alike, when confronted Avith almost 
certain death “gather resolution from despair.” 
We are accustomed to call this thfl “ courage of 
despair ” ; but there Ccan really be no trace of so 
debilitating a feeling in the person fighting, or pre- 
pared to fight, for dear life. At such times the 

nightly Review for August, 1889, there occurs the following 
passage, descriptive of the state of mind experienced by men in 
liglit ; — “ All maddening pleasures seem to be compressed into 
that very short space of time, and yet every sensation experienced 
in those fleeting moments is so indelibly impressed on the brain 
that not even the most trifling incident is ever forgotten in after 
life.’^ 
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mind is clearer than it has ever been ; the nerves 
are steel ; there is nothing felt but a wonderful 
strength and fury and daring. Looking back at 
certain periloixs moments in my owm life, I remember 
them with a kind of joy ; not that there was any 
joyful excitement then, but because they brought 
rao a ncAV experience — a now nature, as it were — 
and lifted me for a time above myself. And yet, 
comparing myself with other men, I find that on 
ordinary occasions my courage is rather below than 
above the average. And probably this instinctive 
courage, which flashes out so brightly on occasions, 
is inherited by a very large majority of the male 
children born into the Avorld ; only in civilized life 
the exact conjuncture of circumstances needed to 
call it into activity rarely occurs. 

In hunting, again, instinctive impulses come very 
much to the surface. Leech caricatured Gallic 
ignorance of fox-hunting in England wdien he made 
his French gentleman gallop over the hounds and 
dash away to capture the fox himself ; but the 
sketch may be also taken as a comic illustration of 
a feeling that exists in every one of us. If any 
sportsman among my readers has ever been con- 
fronted with some wild animal — a wild dog, a pig, 
or cat, let us say — when he had no firearm or other 
weapon to kill it in the usual civilized way, and has 
nevertheless attacked it, driven by a sudden uncon- 
trollable impulse, Avith a hunting knife, or anything 
that came to hand, and has succeeded in slaying it, 
I would ask such a one whether this victory did not 
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<fivo liiiu a greater satisfaction than all his other 
achicvenieiits in the field ? After it, all legitimate 
sport would seem illegitimate, and whole hecatombs 
of hares and pheasants, and even lai'ge animals, 
fallen before his gun, would only stir in him a feel- 
ing of disgust and self-contempt. He would pro- 
bably hold his tongue about a combat of that brutal 
kind, but all the same he would gladly i-emember 
how in some strange, unaccountable way he sud- 
denly became possessed of the daring, quickness, 
and certitude necessary to hold his wily, desperate 
fO(! in check, to escape its fangs and claws, and 
finally to overcome it. Above all, ho would re- 
nuunber the keen feeling of savage joy experienced 
in th(' contest. This would make all ordinary sport 
seem insipid ; to kill a rat in some natural way 
would seem better to In’m than to murder elephants 
scientifically from a safe distance. The feeling 
occasionally bursts out in the of Mif 

lletirf ; “ To shoot with a gun is nothing. . . . 
Givt' me an iron mace that T may crush the savage 
beast and hammer him down. A spear to thrust 
him through Avith, so that I may feed the long blade 
enter, and the push of the shaft.” Aud more in the 
same strain, shocking to some, perhaps, but show- 
ing that gentle Richard Jefferies had in him some 
of the elements of a fine barbarian. 

But it is in childhood and boyhood, when in- 
stincts are nearest to the surface, and ready when 
occasion serves to spring into activity. Inherited 
second nature is weakest then; and habit has not 
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progressed far in weaving its fine network of re- 
straining influences over the primitive nature. Tlio 
network is continually being strengthened in the 
individual’s life, and, in the end he is cased, like 
the caterpillar, in an impervious cocoon; only, as 
we have seen, there are in life miraculous moments 
when the cocoon suddenly dissolves, or becomes 
transparent, and he is permitted to see himself in 
his original nakedness. The delight which children 
experience on entering woods and other wild plac(!S 
is very keen ; and this feeling, although it diminishes 
as we advance in life, remains with us to the last. 
Equally great is their delight at finding wild fruits, 
honey, and other natural food ; and even when not 
hungry they will devour it with strange zest. They 
will gladly feast on sour, acrid fruits, which at 
table, and picked in the garden, would only excite 
disgust. This instinctive seeking for food, and the 
delight experienced in finding it, occasionally comes 
lip in very unexpected and s\irprising ways. “ As 
1 came through the wood,” says Thoreau, “ 1. 
caught a glimpse of a woodclnick stealing across 
my path, and felt a strange thrill of savage delight, 
and was strongly tempted to seize and devour him 
raw ; not that I was hungry then, except for the 
wildness which he represented.” 

I n almost all cases — those in which danger is en- 
countered and rage experienced being exceptions — 
the retui’n to an instinctive or primitive state of 
mind is accompaiiied by this feeling of elation, 
which, in the very young, rises to an intense glad- 
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ness, and sometimes makes them mad with joy, like 
animals newly escaped from captivity. And, for a 
similar reason, the civilized life is one of continual 
repression, although it may not seem so until a 
glimpse of nature’s wildness, a taste of adventure, 
an accident, suddenly makes it seem unspeakably 
irksome ; and in that state we feel that our loss in 
departing from nature exceeds our gain. 

ft was elation of this kind, the feeling experienced 
on going back to a mental condition we have out- 
grown, which I had in the Patagonian solitude ; for 
1 had undoubtedly f/one haeik ; and that state of in- 
tense watchfulness, or alertness rather, with suspen- 
sion of the higher intellectual faculties, represented 
the mental state of the pure savage. He thinks 
little, reasons little, having a surer guide in his in- 
stinct ; he is in perfect harmony with nature, and is 
nearly on a level, mentally, with the wild animals 
ho preys on, and which in their turn sometimes 
prey on him. If the plains of Patagonia affect a 
person in this way, even in a much less degree than 
in my case, it is not sti’ange that they impress them- 
selves so vividly on the mind, and remain fresh in 
memory, and return frequently ; while other scenery, 
however grand or beautiful, fades gradually away, 
and is at last forgotten. To a slight, in most cases 
probably a very slight, extent, all natural sights and 
sounds affect us in the same way; but the, effect is 
often transitory, and is gone with the first shock of 
pleasure, to be followed in some cases by a profound 
and mysterious melancholy. The greenness of 
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earth ; forest and river and hill ; the blue haze and 
distant horizon ; shadows of clouds sweeping over 
the sun-flushed landscape — to see it all is like re- 
turning to a home, which is more truly our homo 
than any habitation we know. The cry of the 
wild bird pierces us to the heart ; we have never 
heard that cry before, and it is more familiar to us 
than our mother’s voice. “ I heard,” says Thoreau, 
“ a robin in the distance, the first I had heard for 
many a thousand years, methought, whose note I 
shall not forget for many a thousand more, — the 
same sweet and powerful song as of yore. 0 the 
evening robin ! ” Hafiz sings : — 

0 brcozo of tho morning blow me a memory of the ancient time ; 
If after a tbonsanil years tby odours .should float o’er my dust, 
hly bones, full of gladness uprising, would dance in the sepulchre ! 

And wo ourselves are the living sepulchres of a 
dead past — that past which was ours for so many 
thousands of years before this life of the present 
began; its old bones are slumbering in us — dead, 
and yet not dead nor deaf to ature’s voices ; the 
noisy burn, the roar of the waterfall, and thunder 
of long waves on the shore, and the sound of rain 
and whispering winds in the multitudinous leaves, 
bring it a memory of the ancient time ; and the 
bones rejoice and dance in their sepulchre. 

Professor W. K. Parker, in his work O/i Mim- 
malian Descent, speaking of the hairy covering 
almost universal in this class of animals, says : 
“ This has become, as every one knows, a custom 
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among the race of men, and shows, at present, no 
sign of becoming obsolete. Moreover, that first 
correlation, namely, milk-glands and a hairy cover- 
ing, appears to have entered the very soul of 
creatures of this class, and to have become 'p-vjchical 
as well as ])hync,al, for in that typo, which is only 
inferior to the angels, the fondness for this kind of 
outer covering is a strong and ineradicable passion.” 
1, am not sure that this view accords with some 
facts in our experience, and with some instinctive 
feelings which we all have. Like Waterton 1 have 
found that the feet take very kindly to the earth, 
however hot or cold or rough it may be, and that 
shoes, after being left off for a short time, seem as 
uncomfortable as a mask. The face is always un- 
covered ; why docs the supposed correlation not 
apply to this part ? The face is pleasantly warm 
when the too delicate body shivers with cold under 
its covering; and pleasantly cool when the smi 
shines hot on us. When the wind strikes us on a 
hot day, or during violent exercise, the sensation to 
the face is extremely agreeable, but far from agree- 
able to the body whore the covering does not allow 
the moisture to evaporate I’apidly. The umbrella 
has not entered the soul — not yet ; but it is miser- 
able to get wet in the rain, yet pleasant to feel the 
rain on the face. “ T am all face,” the naked 
American savage said, to explain why he felt no 
discomfort from the bleak wind which made his 
civilized fellow-traveller shiver in his furs. Again, 
what a relief, what a pleasure, to throw off the clothes 
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when occasion permits. Leigh Hunt wrote an amns- 
ing paper on the pleasures of going tohed, wlion the 
logs, long separated by unnatni-al clothing, delightedly 
rub against and renew their acquaintance Avith one 
another. Everyojio knows the feeling. If it were 
convenient, and custom not so tyrannical, many of ns 
would be glad to follow Benjamin Franklin’s example, 
and rise not to dress, but to settle comfortably down 
to our morning’s work, with nothing on. When, for 
the first time, in some region where nothing but a fig- 
leaf has “ entered the soul,” Ave see men and women 
going about naked and unashamed, we experience a 
slight shock; but it has more ])loasure than pain in 
it, although Ave are 1‘cluctant to admit the pleasure, 
])robably because Ave mistake the nature of the fool- 
ing. If, after seeing them for a few days in their 
nativx' simplicity, our new fi-ionds appear before ns 
clothed, Ave are shocked again, and this time dis- 
agreeably so ; it is like seeing those Avho were free 
and joyous yesterday noAv appear with fettered feet 
and sullen downcast faces. 

To leave this qiiestion; what has truly entered 
OAir soul and become psychical is our environment — 
that wild nature in which and to which Ave were 
born at an inconceivably remote period, and which 
made us what wo are. It is true that we arc emi- 
nently adaptive, that wo have created, and exist in 
some sort of harmony with new conditions, Avidely 
different from those to which we were originally 
adapted ; but. the old harmony was infinitely more 
perfect than the new, and if there bo such a thing 
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as histoi'ical nieiiiory in us, it is not strange that the 
sweetest tnonjent in any life, pleasant or dreary, 
slionhl be wluM) Nature draws near to it, and, taking 
up liei- neglected instrument, plays a fragment of 
some ancient melody, long unheard on the earth. 

It might be asked : If nature has at times this 
peculi.ai* effect on us, restoring inst:intaneously the 
old vanishocl harmony between organism and environ- 
ment, why should it be experienced in a greater 
degree in the Patagonian desert than in other 
solitary places, — a desert which is waterless, where 
animal voices are seldom heard, and vegetation is 
grey instead of green ? I can only suggest a reason 
tor the eflect being so much greater in my own 
case. In sub-tro]iical woods and thickets, and in 
wild forests in temperate regions, the cheerful ver- 
dure and bright colours of flower and insects, if we 
have acquired a habit of looking closely at these 
things, and the melody and noises of bird-life 
engages the senses ; there is movement and bright- 
ness ; new forms, animal and vegetable, are con- 
tinually appearing, curiosity and expectation are 
excited, and the mind is so nuich occupied with 
novel objects that the effect of wild nature in its 
entirety is minimized. In Patagonia the monotony 
of the ])laius, or expanse of low hills, the universal 
unrelieved greyuess of everything, and the absence 
of animal forms and objects new to the eye, leave 
tlu' mind o[>en and free to I’eceive an impression of 
visible nature as a whole. One gazes on the pro- 
s))ect as on the sea, for it stretches away sea-like, 
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witlioiit cliango, into iiifinitudo ; Imi witlioiit the 
sparkle of water, the changes of line which sliadows 
and sunlight and nearness and distance give, and 
motion of waves and white flash of foam, ft has a 
look of antiquity, of desolation, of eternal peace, of 
a desert that has been a desert from of old and will 
continue a desert foi- ever ; and wo know that its 
only human inhabitants are a few wandering savages, 
who live by hunting as their progenitors have done 
for thousands of years. Again, in fertile savannahs 
and pampas there may ap])ear no signs of human 
occupancy, but the traveller knows that eventually 
the advancing tide of humanity will come with its 
flocks and In^rds, and the ancient silence and desola- 
tion Avill be no more; and this thought is like 
human companionship, and mitigates the effect of 
nature’s wildness on the spirit. In Patagonia no 
such thought or dream of the approaching changes 
to be wrought by human agency can affect the mind. 
There is no ivater there, the arid soil is sand and 
gravel — pebbles rounded by the action of ancient 
seas, before Europe was ; and nothing grows e.vcept 
the barren things that nature loves — thorns, and a. 
few woody herbs, and scattered tufts of iviry bitter 
grass. 

Doubtless Ave are not all affected in solitude by 
wild nature in the same degree : even in the Pata- 
gonian wastes many Avould probably experience no 
such mental change as I have described. Othci-s 
have their instincts nearer to the surface, and are 
moved deeply by nature in any solitary place ; and I 

Q 2 
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iinnginc that I'liovoau was such a one. At all events, 
althoiiifli ho was without the Darwinian lights which 
w(' have, ami those feelings were always to him 
“ strange,” “ mysterious,” “ unaccountable,” he does 
not conceal them. This is the “ something uncanny 
in Thoi’oau ” which seems inexplicable and startling 
to such as have never been startled by nature, nor 
deeply moved ; but which, to others, imparts a 
peculiarly delightful aromatic flavour to his writings. 
Tt. is his wisli towards a more primitive mode of life, 
his strange abandonment when he scours the wood 
like a half-starved hound, and no morsel could be 
too savage for him ; the desire to take a ranker 
hold on life and live more as the animals do ; the 
symjtathy with nature so keen that it takes his 
bi-eath away ; the ieeling that all the elements were 
congenial to him, which made the wildest scones 
unaccountably familiar, so that he csimo and went 
with a strange liberty in nature. Once only he had 
doubts, and thought that human companionship 
might be essential to happiness ; but ho was at the 
same time conscious of a slight insanity in the 
mood ; and he soon again became sensible of the 
sweet beneficent society of nature, of an infinite and 
unaccountable friendliness all at once like an 
atmosphere sustaining him. 

In the limits of a chapter it is impossible to do 
more than touch the surface of so large a subject as 
that of the instincts and remains of instincts exist- 
ing in us. Dr. Wallace doubts that there are any 
human instincts, even in the perfect savage ; which 
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seems strange in so keen an observer, and one wlio 
has lived so much with nature and uncivilized nu'n ; 
but it must be borne in mind that his peculiar 
theories with regard to man’s origin — the acquisi- 
tion of large brains, naked body, and the upright 
form not through but in spite of natural selection 
— would predispose him to take such a view. My 
own experience and observation have led me to a 
contrary conclusion, and my belief is that wo might 
learn something by looking more beneath the 
hardened crust of custom into the still burning core. 
For instance, that experience I had in Patagonia — 
the novel state of mind I have described — seemed to 
furnish an answer to a question frequently asked 
with regard to men living in a state of nature. 
When we consider that our intellect, unlike that of 
the inferior animals, is progressive, how wonderful 
it seems that communities and tribes of men should 
exist — “ are contented to exist,” we often say, just as 
if they had any choice in the matter — for ages and 
for thousands of years in a state of pure bai’barism, 
living from hand to mouth, exposed to extremes of 
temperature, and to frequently-recurring famine 
oven in the midst of the greatest fertility, when a 
little foresight — “ the smallest atnount of intelligence 
possessed by the lowest of mankind,” we say — would 
be sufficient to make their condition immeasurably 
better. If, in the wild natural life, their normal 
state is like that into which I temporarily fell, theu 
it no longer ap{)ears strange to me that they take 
no thought for the morrow, and remain stationary. 
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and arc only a little removed from other mammalians, 
their superiority in this i-espcct being only sufficient 
to counterbalance their physical disadvantages. 
That instinctive state of the liuman mind, when the 
higher faculties appear to be non-existent, a state 
of intense alertness and preparedness, which com- 
])els the man to watch and listen and go silently and 
stealthily, must be like that of the lorver animals : 
the brain is then like a highly-polished mirror, in 
which all visible nature — every hill, tree, leaf — is 
reflected with miraculous clearness; and we can 
imagine that if tluj animal could think and reason, 
thought Avould be superfluous and a hindrance, since 
it would dim that bright poi'ceplion on which his 
safety depends. 

fl'hat is a part, the lessor ])art, of the lesson I 
learni in the Patagotiian solitude : the second larger 
part must bo cut very short ; for on all sides it 
leads to other (piestions, some of which would 
])robably be thought “ more curious than edifying.” 
That hidden fiery core is nearer to us than we 
ordinai’ily imagine, and its heat still pei’ineates the 
crust to keep us warm. This is, no doubt, a matter 
of annoyance and even grief to those Avho grow im- 
])atient at Nature’s unconscionable slowness; who 
wish to bo altogether independent of such an under- 
lying brute energy ; to live on a cool crust and 
rapidly grow angelic. But, as things are, it is, 
]ierhaps, better to be still, for a Avhile, a little lower 
than the angels : w'e are hardly in a position just 
yet to dispense with the uuangelic qualities, even in 
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this exceedingly complex state, in which we appear 
to bo so effectually “ hedged in from harm.” 1 recall 
here an incident witnessed by a friend of mine of 
an Indian ho and his fellow-soldiers were pursuing 
who might easily have escaped unharmed ; but when 
his oiie comjianion was thrown to the ground through 
his horse falling, the first Indian tuimod deliberately, 
sprang to the earth, and, standing motionless by 
the other’s side, received the white men’s bullets. 
Not for love — it would bo absurd to suppose such 
a thing — but inspired by that fierce instinctive spirit 
of defiance which in some cases will actually cause 
a man to gi> out of his way to seek death. Why 
are we, children of light — the light which makes ns 
timid — so strongly stirred by a deed like this, so 
useless and irrational, and feel an admiration so 
great that compared with it that which is called 
forth by the noblest virtue, or the highest achieve- 
ment of the intellect, seems like a pale dim feeling ? 
It is because in our inmost natures, our deepest 
feelings, we are still one with the savage. Wo 
admire a Gordon less for his godlike (pialitics — his 
spirituality, and crystal jmrity of heart, and justice, 
and love of his kind — than for that moi’o ancient 
nobility, the qualities ho had in common with the 
wild man of childish intellect, an old Viking, a 
fighting Colonel Burnaby, a Captain Webb who 
madly flings his life away, a vulgar Welsh prize- 
fighter who enters a den full of growling lions, and 
drives them before him like frightened sheep. It is 
due to this instinctive savage spirit in us, in spite 



232 Idle Days in Patagonia. 

of our artificial life and all we have done to rid our- 
Bclvos of an inconvenient lieritage, that we are 
capable of so-called heroic deeds; of cheerfully 
cx})osing ourselves to the greatest privations and 
hardships, suffering them stoically, and facing death 
without blenching, sacrificing our lives, as we say, 
in the cause of humanity, or geography, or sotne 
other branch of science. 

It is related that a late aged prime minister of 
England on one occasion stood for several hours at 
his sovereign’s side at a reception, in an oppressive 
atmosphere, and suffering excruciating pains from a 
gouty foot ; yet making no sign and concealing his 
anguish under a smiling countenance. We have been 
told that this showed his good blood : that because 
he catue of a good stock, and had the training and 
traditional feelings of a gentleman, he was able to 
sufler in that calm way. 'fhis pretty delusion 
(piickly vanishes in a surgical hospital, or on a field 
covered with wounded men after a fight. But the 
savage always endures pain more stoically than the 
civilized man. He is 

Seif-1 lalancod against contingencies, 

As the trees Jind aninuils are. 

However great the sufferings of the gouty premier 
may have been, they were loss than those which 
any Indian youth in Guiana and Yenczuela volun- 
tarily subjects himself to befoio he ventures to call 
himself a man, or to ask for a wife. Small in com- 
parison, yet he did not endure them smilingly 
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because the traditional pride and other feelins^s of a 
gentleman made it possible for him to do so, but 
because that more ancient and nobler pride, the 
stern instinct of endurance of the savage, came to 
his aid and sustained him. 

These things do not, or at all events should not, 
surprise us. They can only surprise those who are 
without the virile instinct, or who have never be- 
come conscious of it on account of the circumstances 
of their lives. The only wonder is that the stern 
indomitable spirit in us should ever in any circum- 
stances fail a man, that oven on the scaffold or 
with the world against him he should be overcome 
by despair, and burst into 'weak tears and lamenta- 
tions, and faint in the ])rcsence of his fellows. In 
one of the most eloquent passages of his finest work 
Herman Melville describes as follows ihat manly 
si)irit 01’ instinct in us, and the effect produced on 
us by the sight of its failure : “ Men may seem 
detestable as joint-stock eom})anics and nations ; 
knaves, fools, and murderers there may bo ; men 
may have mean and meagre faces ; but man, in 
the ideal, is so noble and so sparkling, such a grand 
and glowing creature, that over any ignominious 
blemish in him all his fellows should run to throw 
their costliest robes. That immaculate manliness 
W’o fool in ourselves — so far within us that it 
remains intact though all the outer character seems 
gone — bleeds with keenest anguish at the spectacle 
of a valour-ruined man. Nor can piety itself, at 
such a shameful sight, completely stifle her up- 
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braidings against the permitting stars. But this 
august dignity I treat of, is not the dignity of kings 
and robes, but the abounding dignity which has no 
robed investiture. Thou shalt see it shining in the 
arm tliat wields a pick and drives a spike ; that 
democratic dignity which, on all hands, radiates 
without end from God Himself.” 

^JMiero is then something to be said in favour of 
this animal and primitive nature in us. Thoreau, 
albeit so spiritually-minded, could yet “ reverence ” 
that lower nature in him which made him brother 
to the brute. He experienced and fully appreciated 
its tonic effect. And until we get a better civili- 
zation more ecjual in its ameliorating effect on 
all classes — if there must be classes — and more 
likely to endure, it is perhaps a fortunate thing 

that we have so far failed to eliminate the “sava<m” 

. ^ 

m us — the “ Old Man ” as some might j)refcr to 
call it. Not a respectable Old Man, but a very 
useful one occasionally, when we stand in sore 
need of his services and he comes promptly and 
unstnnmoned to our aid. 



(JIIAPTEK XIV. 


TllH I’EIiKUilK OP AN EVKNING rJiniUOSM. 

I SOMETIMES walk in a large garden where the even- 
ing primrose is permitted to grow, but only at the 
extreme end of the ground, thrust away, as it 
were, back against the unkept edge with its pretty 
tangle of thorn, briar, and woodbine, to keep 
company there with a few straggling poppies, with 
hollyhock, red and white foxglove, and other coarse 
and weed-like plants, all together forming a kind 
of horizon, dappled Avith colour, to the garden 
on that side, a suitable background to the deli- 
cate more valued blooms. It has a neglected 
appearance, its tall straggling stems insufficiently 
clothed with leaves, leaning away from contact Avith 
the hedge ; a plant of somewhat melancholy aspect, 
suggesting to a fanciful mind the image of a maiden 
originally intended by Nature to be her most perfect 
typo of grace and ethereal loveliness, but Avho soon 
out-grew her strength with all beauty of form, and 
Avho noAV wanders abroad, careless of appearances, 
in a faded flimsy garment, her fair yellow hair dis- 
hevelled, her mournful eyes fixed ever on the earth 
whore she will shortly be. 

I never pass this weedy, pale-flowered alien with- 
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out stooping to thrust my nose into first one 
blossom thou another, aud still another, until that 
organ, like some industrious bee, is thickly powered 



Evening rrimrose. 


with the golden dust. If, after an interval, I find 
myself once more at the same spot, 1 repeat this 
performance with as much care as if it was a kind 
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of religious ceremony it, would not be safe to omit ; 
and at all times I am as reluctant to pass without 
approaching my nose to it, as the great Dr. Johnson 
was to pass a street-post without touching it with Ins 
hand. Mymotive, however, is not a superstitious one, 
nor is it merely one of those meaningless habits wliich 
men sometimes contract, and of which they are 
scarcely conscious. When I first knew the even- 
ing primrose, where it is both a wild and a garden 
flower and vei'y common, I did not often smell at it, 
but was satisfied to iuhale its subtle fragrance from 
the air. And this reminds me that in England it 
does not perfume the air as it certainly does on the 
pampas of La Plata, in the early morning in places 
where it is abundant ; here its fragrance, while 
unchanged in character, has cither become loss 
volatile or so diminished in quantity that one is 
not sensible that the flower possesses a perfume 
until he approaches his nose to it. 

My sole motive in smelling the evening prim- 
rose is the pleasure it gives me. This pleasure 
greatly surpasses that which I receive from other 
flowers far more famous for their fragrance, 
for it is in a great degree mental, and is due to 
association. Why is this pleasure so vivid, so 
immeasurably greater than the mental pleasure 
afforded by the sight of the flower? The books 
tell us that sight, the most important of our 
senses, is the most intellectual ; while smell, the 
least important, is in man the most emotional 
sense. This is a very brief statement of the fact ; 
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I will now restate it another way and more 
fully. 

1 am now holding an evening primrose in ray 
hand. As a fact at this moment I ani holding 
nothing but the pen with which T am writing this 
chapter; but I am supposing myself, back in the 
garden, and holding the flower that first suggested 
this train of thought. I turn it about this way and 
that, and although it pleases it docs not delight, 
does not move rac : certainly I do not think very 
highly of its beauty, although it is beautiful ; 
placed beside the rose, the fuchsia, the azalea, or 
the lily, it would not attract the eye. But it is a 
link with the past, it summons vanished scenes to 
my mind. I recognize that the plant I plucked it 
fi'om possesses a good deal of adaptiveness, a quality 
one would scarcely suspect from seeing it only in 
an English garden. Thus 1 remember that I first 
know it as a garden flower, that it grew lai’ge, on a 
large plant, as here ; that on summer evenings I 
was accustomed to watch its slim, pale, yellow buds 
unfold, and called it, when speaking in Spanish, by 
its quaint native name of James of the night, and, 
in English, primrose simply. I recall with a smile 
that it was a shock to my childish mind to learn 
that our primrose was not the primrose. Then, I 
remember, came the time when I could ride out 
over the plain ; and it surprised me to discover that 
this primrose, unlike the four-o’clock and morning- 
glory, and other evening flowers in our garden, was 
also a wild flower. I knew it by its unmistakable 
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perfiirae, but on tlioso plains, whore the grass was 
cropped close, the plant was small, only a few 
inches high, and tho flowers no bigger than butter- 
cups. Afterwards J mot with it again in the 
swampy woods and everglades along tho Plata 
River ; and there it grew tall and rank, five or six 
feet high in some cases, with large flowers that had 
only a faint perfume. Still later, going on longer 
expeditions, sometimes with cattle, I found it in 
extraordinary abundance on the level pampas south 
of the Salado River ; there it was a tall slender 
plant, grass-like among the tall grasses, with wide 
open flowers about an inch in diameter, and not 
more than two or three on each plant. Finally, T 
remember that on first landing in Patagonia, on a 
desert part of the coast, the time being a little after 
daybreak, I became conscious of tho familiar per- 
fume in the air, and, looking about me, discovered 
a plant growing on the barren sand not many yards 
from the sea ; there it grew, low and bush-like in 
form, with stiff horizontal stems and a jirofusion of 
small symmetrical flowers. 

All this about the plant, and much more, with 
many scenes and events of the past, are suggested 
to ray mind by the flower in my hand ; but while 
these scenes and events are recalled with pleasure, 
it is a kind of mental pleasure that we frequently 
experience, and veiy slight in degree. But when 1 
approach tho flower to my face and inhale its per- 
fume, then a shock of keen pleasure is experienced, 
and a mental change so great that it is like a 
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miracle. For a space of time so short that if it 
could bo measured it would probably be found to 
occupy Tio more than a fraction of a second, I am 
no longer in an English garden recalling and con- 
sciously thinking about that vanished past, but 
during that brief moment time and space seem 
annihilated and the past is now. I am again on 
the grassy pampas, where I have been sleeping 



Wakening at Dawn. 


very soundly under the stars, — would that I could 
now sleep as soundly under a roof ! It is the 
moment of wakening, when my eyes are just opening 
to the pure over-arching sky, flushed in its eastern 
half with tender colour ; and at the moment that 
nature thus reveals itself to my vision in its ex- 
quisite morning beauty and freshness, T am sensible 
of the subtle primrose perfume in the air. The 
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blossoms are all about me, for miles and for leagues 
ou that groat level expanse, as if the morning wind 
had blown them out of that eastern sky and 
scattered their pale yellow stars in millions over 
the surface of the tall sere grass. 

I do not say that this shock of pleasure 1 have 
described, this vivid reproduction of a long past 
scene, is experienced each time I smell the flower ; 
it is experienced fully only at loTig intervals, after 
weeks and months, when the fragrance is, so to 
speak, new to me, and afterwards in a lessor degree 
on each repetition, until the feeling is exhausted. 
If I continue to smell again and again at the flower, 
I do it only as a spur to memory; or in a mechanical 
way, just as a person might always walk along a 
certain path with his eyes fixed on the ground, 
remembering that he once on a time dropped some 
valuable article there, and although he knows that 
it was lost irrecoverably. In’ still searches the 
ground for it. 

Other vegetable odours affect me in a similar 
way, but in a very much fainter degree, except in 
one or two cases. Thus, the Lombardy poplar was 
one of the trees I first became acquainted wdth in 
childhood, and it has ever since been a pleasure to 
me to see it ; but in spring, when its newly opened 
leaves give out their peculiar aroma, for a moment, 
when I first smell it, I am actually a boy again, 
among the tall poplar trees, their myriads of heart- 
shaped leaves rustling to the hot November wind, 
and sparkling like silver in the brilliant sunshine. 

a 
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More than that, I arn, in that visionary moment, 
clinging fast to the slim vertical branches, high 
above tJie earth, forty or fifty feet perhaps ; and 
just where I have ceased from climbing, in the 
cleft of a branch and against the white bark, I see 
the dainty little cup-shaped nest 1 have been seek- 
ing; and round my head, as J gaze down in it, 
delighted at the sight of the small pearly eggs it 
contains, flutter the black-headed, golden-winged 
siskins, uttering their long canary-like notes of 
solicittide. It all comes and goes like a flash of 
lightning, but the scene revealed, and the accom- 
panying feeling, the complete recovery of a lost 
sensation, arc wonderfully I'cal. Nothing that we 
see or hear can thus restore the past. The sight of 
the poplar tree, the sound made by the wind in its 
summer foliage, the song of the golden-winged 
siskins when I moot with them in captivity, bring 
up many past scenes to my mind, and among others 
the lecture I have described ; but it is a pictui'e 
only, until the fragrance of the poplar touches the 
nerve of smell, and then it is something more. 

T have no doubt that my expeiuence is similar to 
that of others, especially of those who have lived a 
rural life, and whose senses have been trained by 
an early-acquired habit of attention. When we 
road of Cuvier (and the same thing has been re- 
corded of others), that the scent of some humble 
flower or weed, familiar to him in boyhood, would 
always affect him to tears, I presume that the 
})oignant feeling of grief — grief, that is, for the 
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loss of a vaiiislied happiness — which ended in leavs, 
succeeded to some sucli vivid representation of the 
past as I have described, and to the purely delight- 
ful recovery of a vanished sensation. Not only 
flowery and aromatic odours can ])roduc(; this 
powerful effect ; it is caused by any smell, not 
positively disagreeable, which may be in any way 
associated with a happy period in early or past 
life : the smell, for instance, of peat smoke, of a 
brcAvcry, a tan yard, of cattle and sheej), and 
sheep-folds, of burning weeds, brushwood, and 
charcoal ; the dank smell of marshes, and the smell, 
“ ancient and fish-like,’’ that clings about many 
seaside towns and villages ; also the smell of the 
sea itself, and of decaying seaweed, and the dusty 
smell of rain in s\iramer, and the smell of new 
mown hay, and of stables and of freshly-ploughed 
ground, with so 3uany others that every i-eadcr can 
add to the list from his own experience. Being so 
common a thing, it may be thought that I have 
dwelt too long on it. My e.xcuse must be that 
some things arc common without being familiar; 
also that some common things have not yet been 
ex])lained. 

Locke somewhere says that unless wo refresh 
our mental pictures of what avo have seen by look- 
ing agaiu at their originals, they fade, and in the 
end are lost. Bain a])p(^ars to have the same 
opinion, at all events ho says : “ The simplest im- 
pression that can be made, of taste, smell, touch, 
hearing, sight, needs repetition in ortler to endure 

R 2 
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of its own accoi’cl.” Probably it is a fact that Avlien 
any scone, not yet lost by the moinory, a bouse, 
lot us say, is looked at again after a long interval, 
it does not, unless seen in a new setting, create a 
new image distinct fi’om the old and faded one, 
but covers the former image, so to speak, the pre- 
existent picture, and may therefore bo said to 
freshen it. Most of the impressions we receive are 
no doubt very transitoiy, but it is certainly an 
error that all our mental pictures, not freshened in 
the way desci*ibed, fade and disappear, since it is 
in the experience of every one of us that many 
mental pictures of scenes looked at once only, and 
in some cases only for a few moments, remain per- 
sistently in the nund. But the remeralxired scenes 
or objects do not present themselves to the mental 
eye perfect and in their first vivid colours, except 
on very rare occasions; they are like certain old 
paintings that always look dark and obscured until 
a wet sponge is passed over them, whereupon for a 
short time they recover their clearness of outline 
and brilliancy of colon i'. Tu recalling the past, 
emotion plays the part of the wet sponge, and it is 
excited most powci’fully in tis when we encounter, 
after a long interval, some once familiar odour 
associated in some way with the picture recalled. 
But why? Not finding an answer in the books, 
E am compelled to seek for one, true or false, in 
the wilderness of my own mind. 

The reason, I imagine, is that while smells are 
so much to us they cannot, like things seen and 
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things hoard, be reproduced iu thc^ mind, bur, are 
at once forgotten. Tt is true that in the books 
smell is classified along with taste, as being ranch 
lower or less intellectual than sight and hearing, 
for the reason (scarcely a valid one) that there 
must bo actual contact of the organ of smell with 
the object smelt, or a material emanation from, and 
portion of, such object, although the object itself 
might be miles away beyond the sight or even 
beyond the Irorizon. The light of nature is enough 
to show how false the arrangement is that places 
smell and taste together, as much lower and widcdy 
apai’t from sight and hearing. Rather the extreme 
delicacy of the olfactory nerve, raises smell to the 
rank of an intellectual sense, but very little below 
the two first and higher senses. And yet, while 
sights and sounds are retained and can bo repro- 
duced at will, and their phantasms are like the 
reality, an odour has no phantasm in the brain ; or, 
to be very exact, the phantasm of an odour, or its 
presentment or representation, is so faint and 
quickly gone when any effort is made to recover 
it, that, compared with the distinct and abiding 
presentments of sights and sounds, it is as nothing. 
Imagine, for example, that you had often seen 
Windsor Castle, and knew a great deal about it, its 
history, its noble appearance, which will look 
familiar to you when you see it again and affect 
you pleasantly as in the past ; and that yet you 
could not see it with the mind’s eye, but that when, 
after a recent visit, you tried to see it mentally. 
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nothing bnt a formless, dim, whitish patch ap- 
peared, only to disappear in an instant and come 
no more. Such a case would represent our con- 
dition with regard to even the strongest and most 
familiar smells. Yet in spite of our inability to 
recall thorn, we do distinctly make the effort ; and 
in the case of some sfrong odour which we have 
recently inhaled the mind mocks tis with this faint 
shadow of a phantasm; and this vahi, or almost 
vain, effort of the mind, seems to show that odours in 
some past period of our history were so much more 
to us than they are now that they could be vividly 
reproduced, and that this power has been lost, or, 
at all events, is so weakened as to bo of no use. 

I find that Bain, who makes different and con- 
tradictory statements on this subject in his work on 
the Senses and the Intellect, has the following 
sentence, with which I agree : “ By a great effort of 
the mind, we may approach very near to tho re- 
covery of a smell that we have been extremely 
familiar with, as, for example, tho odour of coffee, 
and if wo were more dependent on ideas of smell, 
Avo might succeed much better.” A very big if, by 
the way ; but it is probable that some savages, and 
some individuals among us that have a very acute 
sense of smell, do succeed much better. This sense 
being so much more to dogs than to man, it is not 
strange that they remember smells rather than 
sights, and can reproduce the sensation of smells, 
as their twitching and sniffing noses when they 
dream seem to show. 
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This appi’oach in ourselves to the I’ccovery of a 
strong or familiar smell, this dim white patch, to 
speak in metaphor, the ghost of a phantasm of 
a smell, seems to have misled the philosophers into 
the idea that we can mentally reproduce odours. 
Bain, as I have said, contradicts himself, and there- 
fore, excepting in the sentence 1 have quoted, must 
be put down among those who are against mo ; and 
with him are McOosh, Bastian, Luys, Ferrier, and 
others who write on the brain and the mind. Do 
they copy from each other? It is very odd that 
they all tell us that we know very little about the 
sense of smell, and prove it bj'" affirming that we 
can recall the sensations produced by odours, in 
some cases quoting the poet : 

Odoiirsj whoii sweet violets sicken, 

Live within the sense they quicken, 

I was seriously alarmed at the beginning of this 
inquiry by reading in McOosh, “When the organs 
of taste and smell, supposed by Ferrier to be at the 
back of the head, are diseased or out of order, the 
reproduction of the corresponding sensations may 
be indistinct.” So indistinct was the reproduction 
in my own case, even of the smell of coffee, that 
after reading this passage I began to fear that ray 
own brain had misled me, and so, to satisfy myself 
on the point, I consulted others, friends and 
acquaintances, who all began trying to recall the 
sensations produced on them by the odours they 
were most familiar with. The result of their efforts 
has restored my peace of mind. With the exception 
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of two or tlireo ladies, who, having no male relations 
to make np their minds for them, profess to be still 
in doubt, all sadly acknowledged that they find 
tliomsolves poorer by one faculty than they had sup- 
posed themselves to be; that they began trying to 
recall smells in the belief that they had the power ; 
that they found that they could almost do it, then 
began to doubt, and finally with a feeling of impo- 
tence, of being baffied, gave it up. 

A simple mental experiment may serve to convince 
any person who tries it that the sensations of smell 
do not reproduce themselves in the mind. We 
think of a rose, or a lily, or a violet, and a 
feeling of pleasure attends the thought; but that 
this feeling is caused solely by the image of some- 
thing beautiful to the eye becomes evident when we 
pi’oceed to think of some artificial perfume, or 
extract, or essence of a flower. Tho extract, we 
know, gave us far more pleasure than the slight 
perfume of the flower, but there is no feeling 
of pleasure in thinking of it : it is nothing more 
than an idea in the mind. On the other hand, when 
wo remember some extremely painful scene that we 
have witnessed, or some sound, expressing distress 
or anguish, that we have heard, something of the 
distressed feeling experienced at tho time is repro- 
duced in us ; and it is common to hear people say. 
It makes me sad, or makes me dizzy, or makes my 
blood nin cold, when I think of it ; which is 
literally true, because in thinking of it they again 
(in a sense) see and hear it. But to think of evil 
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odours does not affect us at all : m'o can, in imagi- 
nation, uncork and sniff at cans of ])etroleum and 
saturate our pocket-liandkorcliiefs witli assafootida 
or carbolic acid, or walk behind adust-cart, or wade 
through miles of fetid slime in some tropical morass, 
or take up some mephitic animal, like the skunk, and 
fondle it as wo would a kitten, yet experience no 
pain, and no sensation of nausea. We can, if we 
like, call up all the sweet and abominable smells in 
nature, just as Owen Glendower called spirits from 
the vasty deep, but, like the s])ii*its, they refuse to 
come ; or they come not as smells but as id('as, so 
that phosphuretted hydrogen causes no pain, and 
frangipani no pleasure. We only know that smells 
exist ; that we have roughly classified them as 
fragrant, aromatic, fresh, ethereal, stimulating, acrid, 
nauseous, and virulent ; that each of those generic 
names includes a very large number of distinct 
odours : we know them all because the mind has 
taken note of the distinct character of each, and of 
its effect on us, not because it has registered a sensa- 
tion in our brain to be reproduced at will, as in the 
case of something we have seen or heard. 

It is true that we are equally powerless to recall 
tastes. Bain admits that “ these sensations are 
deficient as regards the power of being remem- 
bered ” ; but he did not discover the fact himself, 
nor does lie verify it from his own experience, 
merely telling us that “ lx)nget observes.” But 
taste is not an emotional sense. I know, for in- 
stance, that if I were to partake of some once 
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familiar, long imtastcd dish, flavoured, let me say, 
with some such abomination (to the English palate) 
as cumtnin-seod or garlic ; some vegetable, or fruit, 
wild or cultivated, that I never see in England, it 
would not move me as I am moved by an odour, and 
would perhaps give me less pleasure than a dish of 
strawberries and cream. For in tlic flavour there 
is obvious contact with the organ of taste ; it is 
gross and inseparable from the thing eaten to supply 
a bodily want, and gives a momentary and purely 
animal gratification ; therefore to tlie mind it is not 
in the same category, but very much lower than 
that invisible, immatei’ial something that flies to us, 
not to give a sensuous pleasure only, but also to 
lead, to warn, to instruct, and call up befoi’o the 
mental eye bright images of things unseen. (Jon- 
sequently our inability to recall past flavours is not 
felt as a loss, and no effort is made to recover them ; 
they are lost and were not w'ortli kee])ing. 

d'his, then, to my mind, is the reason that smell 
is an emotional sense in so great a degree, compared 
with the other senses, — namely, because, like sight 
and hearing, it is an intellectual sense, and because, 
unlike sight and bearing, its sensations are for- 
gotten ; and whoii after a long interval a forgotten 
odour, once familiar and associated intimately with 
the past, is again encountered, the sudden, unex- 
pected recovery of a lost sensation affects us in 
some such way as the accidental discovery of a store 
of gold, hidden away by ourselves in some past 
period of our life and forgotten ; or as it would 
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affect us to bo met faee to face by some dear friend, 
long absent and supposed to be dead. The suddenly 
recovered sensation is more to us for a moment than 
a more sensation ; it is like a recovery of the irro- 
coverablo past. We are not moved in this way, or 
at all events not nearly in the same degree, by scioing 
objects or hearing sounds that arc associated with 
and recall past scenes, simply because the old 
familiar sights and sounds have never been for- 
gotten ; their phantasms have always existed in the 
brain. If, for instance, T hear a bird’s note that T 
have not heard for the last twenty years, it is not. 
as if T had not really heard it, since 1 have listened 
to it mentally a thousand times during the interval, 
and it does not surprise or come to mo like some- 
thing that was lost and is recovered, and con- 
sequently does not move me. And so with the 
sensation of sight ; T cannot think of any fragrant 
flower that grows in ray distant home without seeing 
it, so that its beauty may always be enjoyed ; — but 
its fragrance, alas, has vanished and returns not ! 
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Humboldt, on eyesight in savages, 
171,182. 

Hunt, Leigh, on the pleasure of 
going to bed, 225. 

Hunting, instinct of, 219. 

ICTEBlDAi:, 156. 

1/icas, the, rainbow-worshippers, 
55 ; knowledge of nature’s laws 
of, 110. 

Indian remains, 37-43. 

burial places, 42. 

Indians, life among the, 102-110 ; 
eyesight of, 174, 175; life-con- 
ditions of the, 177 ; Fontana 
on, 177 ; Pelleschi on, 182; in- 
stinctive courage, 231 ; caj)}ible 
of heroic actions, 231 ; endurance 
of pain, 202. 

Instincts, human, 216-234; in 
children, 220, 221 ; Dr. Wallace 
on, 228. 

Itaparica, capture of the war-ship, 
98. 


Jefferies, Eiciiaki), instinctive 
savage feelings, 220. 

Juniper, a gum-bearing, 128. 


La Merced, 21. 

Leaf-cutting ants, 138-142. 
Lichen ops perspicillata, 195. 
Li<piorico plant, 7. 

Little cock, amusing habits 
131. 


of, 
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Locke on mental pictures, 2 

Ijocusts, depredations of, 79. 

Lombardy 2 '>oplar, odour of, 241. 

Maken, 128. 

Manzanas, Las, 105. 

Martineta, 49, 

Melville, Herman, on the quality 
of whiteness, 112-1 1 8 ; on valour, 
233. 

Mendoza, destruction of, 100. 

Migration, 5-0. 

Military starling, 126. 

Milky sea, a, 121. 

Mill, J. S., a doctrine of, 83. 

Milvago chi mango, Arc Oarriou- 
hawk. 

Mimus modulator, sea Calandria 
mocking-bird. 

Missionary Society, South Ame- 
rican, 29. 

Moh'ii .Dick, H. Melville’s, 112. 

Mocking-bird, J'atagonian, 9, 126, 
116; wbite-banded, 12t; ealan- 
dria, 146-118. 

Mocking-birds, 155. 

Myiopotamns coypu, see Ooypu. 

NioiriiNtiALE, melody of, 150. 

Nothura darwini, eggs of, 49. 

On LTO, habits of, 131. 

Organ-bird, Hates on the, 159. 

Ostriches, god of the, 124. 

Owl, Magellanic eagle, 190-11)3. 

PakivEU, Prof. W. K., on clothing, 
223. 

Parrots in Patagonia, 137. 

Patagonia, first sight of, 5-7 ; 
legends, 5-7 ; salubrious climate 
of, 127, 128; explored, 208; 
Darwin on plains ot, 207 ; secret 
of charm of, 209 ; description of 
scenery of, 210-21 5. 

Peccary, bones of, 38. 

Pelleschi on Gran (Jhaco Indians, 
182. 

Phyiotoma rutila, sec Plant- 
cutter. 

Picture puzzles, 178. 


Pigeons, rock, resiing in cliff, 137. 

Pigs and cow, friendship between, 
57, 58. 

pKjuellin, 50. 

Plant-cutter (Phytotoma rutila), 
habits of, 9. 

Polar bear, man’s fear of, 11.^, 123. 

Polybori, 51. 

Polyborus thavus, flight ol', 175. 

F'vimitivc (Jullere, Dr. Tyler’s, 
119 . 

Progne fip-cata,, descrjjjtion of, 31 ; 
migration of, 32-34. 

I’uma, a tree-climber, 5 1 ; abundant 
on the Rio Negro, 78 ; dej nida- 
tions of, 79. 

Rainbow, a brilliant, 53-55. 

Jtealejo, song of, 1 59. 

Red-billed finch (Embernagra pla- 
tensis), 25. 

Resemblance of inferior animals 
to man, 27. 

Resemblances, imitative and pro- 
tective in nature, 179. 

Rotru'ver, character of the, 61, 62 ; 
a(;counl of a, 61-74. 

Revolver accidout, 22. 

Rhea, bones of, 38; a white, 12 L 

Rhinocrypta lanceolata, amusing 
habits of, 131. 

Rio Negro, first sight of, 17; 
colour of, 35; valley of tlic-, 
36, 37 ; psychological efl'oct of 
the, tl'-tS, 50; extraordinary 
sunset effect on, 55, 

S'VLJX ilUMEOLBTlANA, 51. 

Scandalous, plant named, 142. 

Shark, white, fear inspired by, 
116. 

I Sight in savage and civiliz(?d men, 

! UJk-181. 

1 Sirnson, Mr., on the flute-bird of 
i Ecuador, 1 59. 

Siskin, black-headed (chrysouiitris 
1 icterica), 126, 242. 

Snakes, hard to detect, 177 ; dofec- 
j tive sight of, 183. 

I Snow, at El Carmen, 111; white- 
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nese of, and effect on the mind, 
J 17-121. 

Song-sparrow (Zonotrichia cani- 
capilla), 26. 

Sosji the Scout, anecdote of, 98. 

Houl BhapeSf treatise on, 165. 

South American Missiouary 
Society, 29. 

Spencer, Herbert, on adaptiveness 
of organs, 181. 

Swallow, white-rumped (Tachy- 
cinetaleucorrhoa), morning song 
of, 25, 20 ; purple, 31 ; migra- 
tion of, 32-34. 

Swan, black-necked, 17. 

Synallaxis, 9. 

TaCIIVCINETA I.EUCORIUIOA, .VCC 
Swallow, white-rumped. 

Tanagers, 155, 156. 

Thoreau, instinctive impulses in, 
221 ; on the robiu’s song, 223 ; 
feeling for nature in, 227, 228. 

Thorn-bird, habits of, 10. 

Thurn, Mr. iin, on paucity of bird 
music in British (Juiana, 154. 

Tinamous, eggs of, 49 ; language 
aud habits of, 133, 134 ; seen on 
the uplands, 211. 

Trapahinda, legend of, 5, 208. 

Traru, 175. 

Troglodytes furvus, Azaraon song 
ol, 158. 

Troupials, number of species, 16(». 

Trupialis militaris, see military 
starling. 

Tuco-tuco, 38. 


Turdus fuscator, see Blackbird, 
Argentine. 

Tylor, Hr., on animism, 119. 

Upland oeksk, 54; shooting, 69; 
depredations of, 81. 

Upucerthia dumetoria, 9. 

ViGNOLi, Dr. 1)K, on the mythical 
faculty, 120. 

Vizcacha, bones of, 38. 

Vulture, black, 53. 

Wallace, Dr. A. B., on bird 
music in the tropics, 1(>1; on 
human instincts, 228; peculiar 
theory of, 201. 

Wat<‘rton, on bare feet, 224. 

Whah>j The, Melville’s romance, 

112 . 

Whiteness, the quality of, 111- 
124; abnormal, in animals, 123. 

White shark, fear inspired by, 

110 . 

Willow trees on the Rio Negro, 51. 

Wolseley, Lord, on instinctive 
courage, 2.1 7. 

Woodman, 10. 

Wren, La Tlata, Azara on, 158; 
character of song of, 158. 

Wrens, a highly melodious family, 
158-161. 

Zknaida maculata, song of, T25. 

Zonotrichia canicapilla, see Song- 
sparrow. 
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THE NATURALIST IN LA PLATA 

By W. it. HUDSON, C.M.Z.S. 


With Nltmerou.s Illusj'rations ry J. Smit. Dkmv Svd, i6 


SOME OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 
Mr. Alfred R. Wallace in ‘‘Nature” says: — 


“ It IS so f.ir as iht* present wiiicr knows, altogether uni<|ue among books on nrUiual 
history. What n'litlers this work of Midi extreme \alue and interest that it is not wiitten 
l»y a iKivdler or a meie temporaiy rcsulent, hut by one horn in tlie i ountry, to \\ hom its 
various tubes of beasts, birds, and inset ts have been familiar from t hildhood , who is imbutsl 
with love and admiialion for evciy form of life . and who for twenty years has obseivttl 
caiefully and lecordcd ataniratcly everything of interest lu the life histtnies ol the v.mons 
speeies with vvhirli he has bet oine acqu.ainicd. When we add to tins the tact tli.it tin' writer 
of this volume is well atquamteil wuli the literature, both ohl and new, bearing upon las 
subject ; that ho groups his facts and observations so as to throw li>>ln on obsi ure problems, 
.mil often addui.es evidence talculatcd to detide them , and, m addition to all this, that tlie 
hook is wTitten iii an earnest spirit, and in a clear and delightful style, it becomes ivuUnt 
ih.it not all who attempt to follow hi his steps can hope to etjual their foierunncr. . . . '1‘hese 
subjects are tliscussed with .i fulness and originality the result of long peisonal oliserv.iiiou, 
and W'lll command the c. ireful attention of those who aie interested in the mcnt.il phenotiien.i 
presented by .ininials. It remains only to add that the hook is beautifully got up, that tin 
test is singulatly free Iroin i!uspnnt>, and that the numerous dlustialions— phoiogiaphicicjno- 
duclioris of di.iwings aie at once delicate and characteristic. Never lias the pieseiu wnltr 
derived so much plensiue and instruction from a hook on the halnts and insiim ts ofamm.ds. 
He feels sine tb.u it will long continue to he a storehouse of facts and observations of tlie 
griMti.st v.due to the philosophical natuiahsi, while to the general reader u will lank as ihe 
most interesting and delightful of modern books ou natural history.** 


Mr. R. Lyddeker in “Natural Science” pays:— 

“ Seldom, if ever, have we road witli such extreme pleasute and intciest any woik on the 
habits and ways of amnials in tlieir native state .is Mr. W. H. Hudson's ‘Tlie NaiuKilisi m 
La Plata,’ a volume which is in every resjiect a woithy siu cessor to Mr. Hat-^s's ‘ NatiiralKt 
on the Amazons,’ or Mr. Wallace’s ‘ M.d.iy Archipelago.’ Mi. Hudson is, mihed, m M.me 
respects luuivalled as an observer of animate natuie, and is equally at lioim- when mating 
of the ways of large ferocious animals like the puma, or when describing the c uiimis il.uii e-. 
of the buds of the Pampas. He has also the rare charm of conveying to liis readt.i , ilu* 
results of his observations in such bright and vivid language as cannot fail to make the 
volume acceptable to all lovers of nature. Indeed, so striking is his wurd-pamiing, that wc 
seem to realize the scenes described, even without the aia of the very excellent figUK-. with 
wliu h many of them are illustrated.” 


The “National Observer” says: — 

“ Mr. Hucl.son’.s book has a right to a place in the natur disl’s hbraiy beside ‘ J lie ^*ovage 
of the ^Pntes’s ‘Ania/ons,’ and Belt’s ‘ Nicaiagua.’ It is the pith and marrow of 

>ears of collecting and obseiving on the great plains of the Plate, by a man wln^ know s how^ 
to wiite as well as how to observe. He gives a fascinating account of the evtraurdni.iry 
aerial and terrestri.il dances and wing displays indulged in by the birds of the I’ampns 
and the forests, partly m the prosecution ot courtship, but largely also, as he holds, out of 
the pure joy of living ; and he describes, with something of tlie eye of the poet as well as 
the naturalist, the quality of their notes and the wonderful beauty of their plumage. Un- 
frathered things have ahso their moiueuis of exaltation ; only, birds have more graceful and 

S 



rnclotllous methods of showing their delight m beint; alive, ‘Among the heavier mamma- 
ban'- the feeling IS njanifestecl in loud noises, belJowings and srre.imings, and in lumbering, 
nmotith motions -throwing up of heels, pietcnded panics, and ponderous mock-battles ; 
uliile the spur-winged lapwing c\ecutes a stately minuet, tlic ypecalia rad treads a fantastic 
measure, and the wliite-haiided mocking bird of Patagonia pours out a song which in 
passion and melody puts that of the nightingale to shame, accompanying his music with 
appropriate mo\ ements. ‘ While singing he passe^ from hush to hush, sometimes delaying 
a few moments, and at otliers just touching the summits, and at times sinking out of 
sight in the foliage ; then, in an excess of laplure, soaring vertically to a height of loo 
feet with measured wing-beats like those of a heron; ot mounting suddenly in a void, 
hmried .i/-,-ig, dan slowly circling downwards to sit at last with tail outspread fanwisc. 
aii'i v.i' s, ' I'l.' in the sunshine, expanded and vibrating, tir waved languidly up and 

down with a motion like that of some broad-winged lnittein> at rest on a flower.* There 
js .1 hit of descnptioii lliat makes you long to vciify ; and what more can he said for it than 
that '{ *’ 


^^Land and Water’* says 

“ Uarely ha\e wc rtMil a hook on Natuial History which h.is given us more ])leasure than 
this. It is the work of a closf*, fiatUnt, and <‘\a< I observer, who is not i ontmit to notice and 
record, hut wlio examines and dciluces with the loving care of the liuni naturalist. The 
hook lacks nothing to make it enjoyable. Air. Hudson wiiles Ihiently, and his language is 
well chosHU ; the mrinv illustrations <lo nuuh to enh nice the mten st of the t<“\i ; the sMhjects 
arc li.ijjj/ily c h i ted, ami the birds ami .unm.als jejm sent* d are admiiably drawn and lepio- 
duced. ... 1 o give a jnst idea of the contents of the book we must have re* ourse to quota- 
lion ; but when we glance at our voluminous notes we ter ogm/c our inability to do it full 
justice, for rhete is scarcely a i>agc which does riot oltei something of interest, something 
curious, or something new. ... In uniclusion, \vc would earnestly commend this delightful 
volume to the notice of c\ i ryone w ho t.ikes t vr'tt the fainiesi interest in natur.il history. 
I'oi ourselves, w'e can only say th.rt we l.iid tlie book aside with a deepened rcveience for the 
workings of Nature, and a genuine feeling of gr.rtitude to an .luihor who has so hugely 
increased ova interest in the la una of South Ametica. 'I hc book is beautifully printi d and 
got up ; and the illustrations, a few of whit h wc aic landiy permitted to icpioducc, are 
beyond praise.'* 


“The Athenseum’* says:— 

“Allei careful perusal we feel inclined to assign to All, Ihulsoii’.s work a high rank 
.imong hooks on South — oi even micrtropii'al AiiuiKa, It is w’littcn by om who, boin in 
the ( oujiti'y, and f omli.ir wall the Ikimp.is from boydiood, has found lime dunn.^; Ins w.ui 
d( tings to stop and marvel at the womlers that pjcsc'iitcd themselves- also to tluiik out foi 
himself the teasoiis foi many phcuomeim which have to be taken on trust by the Imsier 
dwollets in towns. . , . 'I’lic iwcuty-foui chaptits which make up this voliune arc «i wilt iridc* 
pfUKleiii, some of lliein being admirable .spccmiens of word paniliug, w'lule olbcis are of 
l be nature of essavs. . . , :dl aii' mteicstiug, and our notice nilglit e.isdy l»c exp.tmicd to 
iwne its fiicseiit length if such a pruieeding weie fair to the aiiilior. 'Ihio type of this 
I iipilal hook is cle.u, and the illusti alien by J. Smit, aie gooil, especially those of the 
birds.’’ 


“The Academy” says: — 

“All. Hudson is not only .i t lever naturalist, hut he possesses the i.ire gift of interesting 
lim readers in whatever atti.icts him, and of being de satisfied with incie observation unless 
it enables him to philosophi/e as v cll. With Ins Im id a* counts of bird, bc.ist, .ind insect, 
no one will f.ul to he dehqhted, . . , The skctdi of the I'amp.'is, with Us plants and animals, 
is beautifully wntlcii. His stories of skunks ami the Indian loke on the subject are equ.illy 
1 harming, and should he conip.ued with Adinhal Kennedy’s belief. The observations on 
bird migrations, on the puma — .o ws 11 disposed to man, so fil'd lo hotses- ou bees, spiders, 
dragon-fhes, on iiec iif pers, on mosquitoes am! othei creatures, aie oiigiu.il, and the spe- 
c Illations which they < all forth freqiuully fascinating. 'J’he biograpliy of that curious 
roilenf, the vi/caclm, is :u!miMhly executed, and the sketch of the annuals themselves is 
artistic and lively, Imlecd, the ilhtsliationN tlnoiighoiu this volume aic of a high i h.iractcr. 
. , , It is no mere tomplimcMil to .isseil ilut .i lover of .iniin.als will not take* up this hook 
without reading it to the- end. Mi. Ilmlson’s desciiptive powers are as highly developed as 
his habits of c.iielul obseivalion, .nid .iHiUhei voiuine of his American exjierienccs will he 
eagerly awaited, 'I’he presmU, however, is a nth licat to the Hriiish naturalist, opening out 
vistas of speculation and enlarging Ins .ictinaintancc wdth had and insect life in the tropics. 
Indeed, there is no grcalei pleasure to an obscrvei in one country th.in to compaie his know - 
ledge with simihar facts m the New World faun.i. The characicrislu s of the dilTerent crea- 
tures on which Mr. Hudson touches are carefuHv discriminateil, and the .subtle views, wlncli 
lie sLUe.s in lucid andheanliful language, largely extend the reader’s mental horizon. Over 
and over again such an one wall he reminded of “I’lie Voyage of the while the 

descriptions of bird and beast life paitakc somcwh.ii of the gotgeousness of a tropif al land- 
scape. All. Hudson’s book c.'innot be neglected by an> one vsho ckiims to be a lover of 
ualuic,’* 



o 

Dr. Andrew Wilson, in ‘‘ The Illustrated London News,'’ 

says ; — 

“A most beautiful work ... is delightfully suggc'-tive to the mind of tlic u-a-lci . 'Mk' 
aiithoi seeks to show forth the philosoiihy of the animals lu* has j,tuthc(l. Ills worl , in pl.ise 
of being a series of dry descriptions, teems viith ideas, which smvc to cspl.un to us, foi 
example, why birds dance and sing, why animals feign death, why birds devf lop thr * m'^um i 
of fear/ how the instincts of cattle arise, and ht>.v mosquito<‘s ind oihd paiasUu. post 
have come to enjoy the fulness of then httle lives. . . . ?dr. Hudson is grc.it in the niattoi 
of buds, It IS true, but he is equally happy, it seems to me, when ho i- dealing witli othei 
.inimals whose ways he has studied ui their native hannts. U is this ontdooi studs of n.iliuo 
which gives a fieshness to a man’s desciiptions such as he never olhci w is. csliiliits.” 

The “Daily Telegraph” says: — 

“As strange and fantaslit as the mythical marvels of any famous fan y t.do .m; lh< 
worideis of bird and insect life nariMted in Mi. W H. Hudson’s delightlul i olloction ot 
essays, ‘I’he Naluiahst in T.a Plata,* ami uo less ch.umingly than pi.ifuscly ilhistraii d 
'fhe anthoi, obviously an ardent ami accoiniilishod student td anim.iteci nature, k. . ps his 
technical erndilion discreetly under i ontrol, .uid contents himscdf v\uhih'si nbmg in sujkmglv 
pii.torial language the liabils, rcciealloii->, .ind sjioi lal cliaiatlctisli. s of the .South .\tii< iii an 
fauna. Notinng api»cars to have csc.4ped his stniliny, and he has the fa-,! inalmg gift ol im- 
p.artmg to his leaders the toiit.igion of liis own intciis.* nitei< st m the it suits of lus sediilnu 
.ind intelligent oliservation. He tell- us stones without inimbtr .ibout the idiosMKiasios t,t 
liirijs. 'J'hcic are also two iuimtlable ch.iptcis ticatiug ol spidt is, .uid of lical of urduu 
which Mr. Umlsoii has seen aud lost 

The “ Saturday Review ” says : — 

“ Ml. Hmlsoii has given us a delightful volume, full of fieshuess and ci.iious infoinmlum 
He has made it sensational by dtawmg atieiuum to tlu‘ marvels of ualute, to hu sPangi 

freaks anci seemingly faiita-slic cct cnlru Hies flc levs iccuintcd the old labs of trcduhai, 

tr.ivcllcMs, only to ridu ide them . but, on the othei liaiid, lu lelates many well aul heiitu .ilcd 
facts whiih ate scarcely less startling. He It IK many s( iisational or bumoT.ms stones by 
vv.iy of illuslraliou. He shows how liciedity comes out lu kucs ,ind ,spc( les , ,uid how 
animals are bi ought to modify or alter then li.ibils in conformity wuh altered eiiemnsiance-. 
In almost eveiy chaptei he suggests iudiiectly the eternal qu< siiou whcthei then, is any 
tsscntial distuiclion between reason .ind what is popularly (alleil iustnut, hidecii, the iblli 
cuUy appeals to .insc from deuyuig to the biuic . uaiioii the privilege of being uhutir, oi of 
d-uiig very foolish thuigs, like the great muss of lunnau beings Jit would apjie.ir to b.m 
spent yeais .is a settler on the I’.iinpas. Dicaiy iml moiiutouoiis las .uirrounduigs niu-t 
have been, although, as a iiatur.ihsi, lie found luevhaustiblc source) of inleiesL.” 

The ‘ * Spectator ” says 

" liy far the most stiil.iiig of tile interesting es.ays .aid obsirvaiious iii his l.itti i.oul i 
the wholly new aud tiitetcsliug light in wdiich the puma is pieseuicd lU Us rel.ilious to tiuiu. 
'1 he subjeet is most interesting, and tin .luei dotes « olkt ted i»y Mr Hudson shoulil b» i om 
isocd with the expcneuct ofuthei wntcis on the natural hisiuiy of the Southeiu plams, ii 
w hid), if our recollection is not wnmg. iiui.di independent ,ind i utroboralive t vidt m t 
will be found tending to establish the curious .iffeitiou which the puta.« h.is foi m.u. 
^riiis most iiUeiestirti; l)<)oK . . • is one lo buy unti ic*id. Jot manor mid .^lylc uu: dhl.c 
cvecUent.” 

The “Guardian” says: — 

“What is UP p: i-.fg .'ititl ch-armi’ g ill the present book IS thi aniouul of ftesli infounUui' 
about the kii 'ci .ludinoi^ e mm. olv known foims of the loutment. As a book of discnp- 
non alone the book has cerlauily been surp.issed by veiy few , but .Mr. JIudson has added u* 
the descntitions many impoitanl and pcrsu.isice sp« cukitions as to the- histoiy cU forne. .oio 
instincts. ... Thoroughly •lelighlfid from cover to cover, In.iutifiilly lUu .iraled, and, d 
one may \entutcto say so, c\ideut1> tin work of a verv bnlh.uU and generous mind.” 

“ Quarterly Review,” Oct. 1892. 

“ d he latest voluuu* on the roology of South Ameiica i. u.n the le.ist in .t. iiH i\ e and 
entertaining. Mr. Hudson apologt/cs unnecessarily for lus soinewlmt commonplace title ol 
* The Naturalist in La Plata,’ which is a str. ightforward indication ol a lively aiul aimeing 
book. At, lial/ac undertook to depict the ‘ CoiutHlia Hnmaiue,’ so tin- is tlie iotucd> ot 
animated tropical nature by a caieful, scientific, .uid bumoious ob'-ervei.’ 


CHAPMAN ANH HALL, LIMITLO, LONUON. 



Tuk rev. 11. N. HUTCHINSON. 

EXTINCT MONSTERS. 

\ POPULAR Ai COUNT OF SOME OF TJIE LARGER FORMS OF ANIMAL LIFE. 

IJy the Rev. 11. N. HUTCHINSON. 

With nuincTous Illustrations by J. Smit and others, and a Preface by ^ 

Dr. Hrnry Woodward, F.R.S. Demy 8 vo, 12 s, 

Slack and ^lAThite — “ M. Cuvier’s vast anti splendid knowledge of existing 
Leasts and Ln-tls cnalded Lnn to recuusirnct fn>m a fossil skull oj vertebra, sometimes from 
notliiiig but a single tootJi, the long eximci cre.aturc in its true semblance .as it had lived — 
to clothe it with tlesh and skin, and show it in imagination, in the haunts in which it lived 
and moved. '1 his, which Uaron Cuviei did in giajihic de.scription of great .scientific and 
iiteiary beauty, Mr. Hutchinson, in his work on ‘Extinct M Clusters, Mias done popularly 
and done learnedly, and with the arcompaniment ol many most admirable illu.strations. 

, , . . 'This learned, intere.sting, and jioiniJar bool..” 

The National Observer says: — ** Mr. H. N. Hutchinson, in ‘Extinct Monsters,* 
has produced a piece natuial history that is fai more amusing than most novels, and as 
full of instruction as a book of its si/e am well be ; it i.s illustrated with many diagrams, and 
with five and twenty plate.s, the work of Mr. J, .Smit, whose excellence is vouched for hy 
no less an authority than J)r. Henry Woodward; and to the unscientific eye they are 
certainly graphic and spirited.” 

CHARLES DIXON’S WORKS. 

THE BIRDS OP OUR RAMBLES ■ A COMPANION FOR 
THE COUNTRY. By CHARLES DIXON. With IllubtratUms by A. T. 
PH.WK.S. Crown 8vo, Js. 6 d. 

The Saturday Review says Mr. Dixon’.s book is capital reading. In .a scries 
rambles lie discouises in a genial stjle of the birds of marsh or down, ol hedgerow' 01 
v\ vids, of fresh waiei-waysor salt, ol mountain or moor, and shows an acquaintance with 
bird life no less extensive than the field of observation he investigates. Altogether, Ins 
volume is au ex< client * omuanion foi the dwidler or sojourner in the country. The dcscrip- 
live table appcuih'd each ‘ r.iinLle ’ is .a very useful feature of his volume. We are p.tr- 
tj( ularly struck l»y tlie actui.uy of his definition of the calls ot ‘ alami notes ' of birds,’ .a 
subject that has caused many a good iiatuialist to go wrong, through a defective eai, 01 
ijisulticienl study.” 

IDLE HOURS WITH NATURE. By CHARLES 

DIXON. Witli Frontispiece, ciowii 8vo, 6r. 

Rlack and “White says: — “The title ol Mr, Chailes Dixon’s * Idle Houis with 
Nature’ is a somewhat ex.ispcratmg imsnomer. So far from being idle, he is one ol the 
busiest obscrv er.s of nature suite White of Selborne wrote, or the modern White, Richard 
Jefferies. . . . His book is piofouudly intcre.sting. He enters into the minds and moods 
of the creatures of the air. large .iml sm.ill, and leasons from his observations. Mr. Dixon 
contends that his studies have au ethital v.alne beyond their scientific one. There can be 
no doubt about it — they take us out of tnit.selves.” 

ANNALS OF BIRD LIFE. A YEAR-LOOK OF BRITISH ORNI- 
'PHOLOGY. By CHARLES DIXON. With Illustmtions by C. 
Wit YM PER. Crown 8vo, ys. 6t/, 

The Speaker says. — ** Delightful book. ... In this volume five or six chapters are 
devoted, in turn, to spring, summer, autumn, and wintci ; and everywhere, without thrust- 
ing upon us the dry details of science, or the jargon of the schools, a minute and i>lea.sing 
des< ripiion is given of the way of buds, their migration, and the gipsy kind of life they' 
lead.” 

THE MIGRATION OP BIRDS. AN ATTEMPT PO REDUCE 
AVIAN .bEA.sON-FLi(Hrp TO LAW. By CHARLES DIXON. Crown 

8 VO, Oj. 

The Times say.s “ Mi. C'h.irles Di\on, than whom, perhaps, no more scientific orni- 
thologist exists, formulat'is a theory to account for a phenomenon which has hitherto 
refused to yield up its .secret He fust dismisses rather contemptuously the view of those 
naturalists who ascribe migration ta instinct. For * instinct ’ he would sub.stitute ‘ habit.’ 
'Phe superiority of Mr. Dixou'.s theory really resides in this, that he offers a rational ex~ 
vdanation of the origin of tins 'instinct/ or ‘hereditary impulse.* .... The plausible 
theory which Mr. Dixou propounds is illustrated with abundance of ornithological learning, 
and a multitude of examples which, he tells us, might have been indefinitely increased. 
Apart from his speculations, Mr. Dixon’s book is a nic.st intere.sting monograph upon the 
facts and phenomena of bird migration, and we can hardly doubt that, wheuier his theories 
win acceptance 01 not, the volume in which he sets them forth will become part of the 
necessary equipment for future explorers in this department of ornithology.” 

CHAPMAN & HALL, LIMITED, LONDON. 
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A separate Illustrated Catalogue is issued, containing 
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NEW AND FORTHCOMING BOOKS, 


IAS. i rryM.MIRK IC-KIiLl A'. 

THE LIFE of MIGUEL DE CERVANTES SAAVEDRA : 

A J»i();;rapljica], laicrary. and Historical Study, with a tentative lUhliociraphy from 158;, 
to and an Annotarfd Appendix on the ‘’Canto de Caliope. liy James Fn/- 

MAl kmck-Kki tv. Demy H\o, in'-. 


W. H. HUDSON, i M./S. 

IDLE DAYS IN PATAGONIA. By W. H. IIud.son, C.M.Z.S., 

Author of “'I'he Naturalist in La T’lata ” With Jllustratiuns hy J. Smii and Aifkfd 
if Ait 1 Lhv. I )einy 8vo. | In the PresK, 

COLONEl. A. li ELLIS 

HISTORY OP THE GOLD COAST OF WEST AFRICA. 

By A. B. El 1 18, Col. ist West Indian Recjinrnt. f)cm\ "vo. {In the Pfc\s. 

(’HARLl'.S DIXON. 

THE GAME BIRDS AND WILD FOWL OF THE 

BRITISH ISLANDS, liemg a Haiuihool f.ii tile Natiu.ilisf and Sportsman. By 
Charles Dixon. Witli Illusiiaiious hy A. '1. Ei wfs. Demy 3\o. \In the Pre.'.i 


the: rev. II. N Hl'Tc'IIlNsON. 

SXTINOT MONSTERS, a Popular Account of some of the larger 

forms of Animal LiL. By tin 11 . N. Hi' u ihn'.on W nh numerous Illustratioiih 

l)y J. Smit and otheis, and a Pieface by Jh. Ill XKV W'oodu M'h, F.R.S. Demy 8 vu, 

J. STXRKIK OARDNER. 

IRON-WORK. From the E.arliesl Times to the end of the Mediceval 

IVrioil. By J. Si ARkiL (Iakdni k. With 57 lIlustr.itions. Laige crown 8 vo. 

[In the Press. 

( . A. STODDARD, 

SPANISH CITIES: with Glimpses of Gibraltar and 

TangiOrB. l’>> C. A. Stohdalu, ^uth<»rol’“ Vt ross Ru'-sia. W’ith 18 Illustrations, 
Large crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

EDWARD DELI ELK. 

SOME MODERN FRENCH WRITERS. By Edwaid» 

Dkiillk, Crown 8 vo, [In the P re 

AUOD.STILS ORIMIH.K 

SHOOTING AND SALMON-PISHING; HINTS AND 

RECOLLECTIONS. B.y Ancrs'ius Ckimijlf, Atuhoi of “ Decr-Stalking." With 
Illustrations, {second Edition, fleiny ?vo. 

AN ENGLISHMAN IN PARIS: NOTES AND RECOL- 
LECTIONS DURING THE REIGN OP LOUIS PHILIPPE AND 
THE EMPIRE. ..’\ols. .Seventh Thousand. Crovn Sv^., 18 s. 


PELAOIUS. 

HOW TO BUY A HORSE. With Hints on Shoeing and Stable 

Management. ByPniAGiis. Crown 8 vo. [In January. 

H. CUMHERT.AND HENTLIW 

SONGS AND VERSES. By H. Cumberland Bentley. 

Illustrated hy Finch Masok, and ilediuited to T C. W’ln la Mi.i vji lk. Crown 8vo, 4s. 

PHYSIOGNOMIi' \1. SK.I:T('II)'>. 

CHARACTER IN THE FACE : Our Looks and what 

they mean. Ciown Svo. [in January. 

ASHMORK RUSSAX AND .^Rl'.DERK K liOYLE. 

THE ORCHID SEEKERS: A Story of Adventure in 

Bomeo. By Ashmore RusbAN and FKi:i»rpiCR Bovir. Illustrated by Alfred 
Hartley. Crown Svo. [In January. 



BOOKS 

CHAPMAN & HALL, LIMITED. 


ABOUT (EDAfOND)— 

HANDBOOK OF SOCIAL ECONOMY; OR, THE 

WORKER’S A P* C. Fiom the French. With a ihoc;raphical and Critical 
Introduction by W. Fraser Rae. Second Eilition, revised. Crown 8vo, 4s. 

JFL.lfj) {F. G.) and P ISk'F {SFPGF.ON-GRNFJs! IL C. T,)— 

the sea and the rod. With Illustrations. Crown 

8vo, 4 s. 6d. { /« t/ie Press. 

AFRICAN FARM, STORY OF AN. By Ouve Schreiner 

(Ralph Lon). New Edition, Crown Svo, is. ; in doth, is. 6d. 

.\GRICULTURAL SCIENCE (LECTURES ON), and 

OTHER PROCEEDINOS OF THE INSTITUTE OF AGRICULTURE, 

SOUTH KKNSlNc rON, 1S83-4. Crown Svo, sewed. 2s. 

ANDFRSOIV {ANDRFAr A.)— 

A ROMANCE OF N’SHADE; Being a Record of Startling 

Adventuies in Sourh t'cntral Afi ica. With nia''ti.ilioiis. Ciown Ss. 

TWENTY-FIVE YEARS IN A WAGGON IN THE 

GOLD REGIONS OF AFRIC.A. With Illustrations. Second Edition. 

Domy Svo, la.s. 

A .V7J FRS( >. V ( CA PTA/V IJNl )SA 1 ')— 

THE .STORY OF ALLAN GORDON. With Illustrations. 

Clown Svo, S''- 

AMONG TYPHOONS AND PIR.YTE CRAFT. 

With Illuhtration-i by S i '.m i y Wood, Crown Svo, 

A CRUISE IN AN OPIUM CLIPPER. With Illustra- 

lions, Crown Svo, Os. 

AVFl I NG {FDWARD), D.Sc., Fellow of U}?iversity College, London— 

MECHANICS AND EXPERIMENTAL SCIENCE, 

As required for the Matrii nbation Ex.amiruition of the University of London. 
MECHANICS. \\ ith mimerous Woodcuts. Crown Svo, 6s. 

Key to problems in tlitto, crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

CHIilMlS rKY. With numerous Woodcuts. Crown Svo, 6.s. 

Key to Pniblems in ditto, crown Svo, ?s. 6 ( 1 , 

MACtNETI.S.M and electricity. With Numerous Woodcuts. 
Crown Sv'o, 6 s, 

LTf'HT AND HEAT. With Numerous Woodcuts. Crown £vo, 6s. 

Keys to the la^t two volumes in one vol. Crown Svo, 5s. 

BAILEY [JOHN BVR.W— 

FROM SINNER TO SAINT: ok, Character Trans- 

1 OKMATIONS. Crown I’.vo, ' 

MODERN METHUSELAHS; or. Short Biographical 

Sketches of a few advanced Nonatjenarians or actual Centenarians. Demy Svo, 

10s. 6d. 

BAKER (IK. LX A.M.LC.E.— 

THE PlEAM ; or, Technical Elements of Girder 

CoxsTRUC'i iti.N. (Vnvn.No 

BEATTY-KINGSrON (IK.)— 

A JOURNALIST’S JOTTINGS. 2 vols. Demy Svo, 24s. 

A r 
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nEATTY-KlNaSTON ( W continued— 

A WANDERER’S NOTES. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 24s. 
MONARCHS 1 HAVE MET. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 24s. 
MUSIC AND MANNERS : Personal Reminiscences and 

Skelches of Character. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 30s. 

HULL (yAMES, Ph.D,^ 5r*r.), Principal of the Somerset House Lahoraioty — 

THE CHEMISTRY OF FOODS. With Microscopic 

Illustrations. 

Part I. TEA, COFFEE, COCOA, SUGAR, Etc. Large crown 8vo, 2S. 6 < 1 . 
Part II. MILK, BUTTER, CHEESE, CEREALS, PREPARED 
STARCHES, Etc. Large crown 8vo, 3s. 

PENTLE Y (//. Cl rMBEkL, t XI>) - 

SONGS AND VERSES. Illustrated by Finch Mason, 

and dedicated to J. G. Whyte Melvili f. Crown 8vo, 4s. 

BIRD WOOD {SIR GEORGE C A/.), C\SJ.— 

THE INDUSTRIAL ARTS OF INDIA. With Map and 

174 Illustrations. JSew Edition. Demy Svo, 14.^. 

BLACICIE {JOHN STUART). F.R.S.E.— 

THE SCOTTISH HIGHLANDERS AND THE LAND 

LAWS, Demy Svo, gs. 

ALTAVONA : FACT AND FICTION FROM MY LIFE 

IN THE HIGHLANDS. TTiird Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 
liLA THE A' WJ( X {C. )— 

IN THE SHADE OF SCHIEHALLION. With 8 Ulus- 

tralions. i vol. Crown Svo, is. 

CVNTHIA. With 4 Illustrations. Crown Svo, is. 

BLEUNARD {A.}— 

BABYLON ELECTRIFIED : The History of an Expe- 
dition undertaken to restore Ancient Babylon b) the Power of Electricity, and how 
it Resulted. Translated from the French. lilustr.ited. Ro>al 8vo, 12.S. 

BLOOMFIELD’S (BENJAMIN LORD), MEMOIR OF— 

MISSION TO THE COURT OF BERNADOTTE. M iiii Portraits. 2 vols. 
Demy Svo, 28.S. 

BONVALOT {GABRIEL)- 

THROUGH THE HEART OF ASIA OVER THE 

PAMIR TO INDIA. Translated fiom the French by C, B. Pitman. WiA 
250 Illustration.s by Albekp Pj&pin. Royal 8\o, 32s. 

BOWERS (r;.)— 

HUNTING IN HARD TIMES. With 6i coloured 

Illustrations. Oblong 4ta, las. 

BOVI.E (FA'IWEA'ICK) and ASHMOKE (KUSSAX)- 

THE ORCHID SEEKERS : A Story of Adventure in 

• Borneo. Illustrated by Alfred Haki ley. Crown Svo. \Ik January. 

BRACKENBURY (COL. C. B.)— 

FREDERICK THE GREAT. With Maps and Portrait. 

Large crown 8vo, 4s. 
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BRADLRY {THOMAS), Royal Military At adtmy, IVoolwich — 

ELEMENTS OF GP: 0 METR 1 CAJ. DRAWING. In Tn^o 

Parts, with Sixty Plates. Oblong folio, half bounU, each Part i6s. 

BRIDGMAN [F. A.)- 

WINTERS IN ALGERIA. With 62 Illubtrations. Royal 

8vo, los. 6d. 

BRITISH ARMY, THE. By tlie Author of “Greater Britain.*' 

Demy 8vo, 12s. 

BROCK {DR. y, H. /?.), Assistant Examiner in Hygiene, Science and Art 
Department — 

ELEMENTS OF HUMAN PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE 

HYGIENE EXA.MINATIONS OF THE SCIENCE AND ART 
DEPAR'J’MENT. Crown 8vo, j.s. 6d. 

BROMLRV-DAVENPORT {the late IV.}, M.P.-- 

SPORT : Fox Hunting, Salmon Fishing, Covert Shooting, 

Deer Stalking. With numerous Illustration.s by General Crkalock, C.B. 
New Cheap Edition. Post 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

BROWN (y. MORAY]-^ 

POWDER, SPEAR, AND SPUR: A Sporting Medley. 

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, los. 6d. 

BUCKLAND {FRANK)-- 

LOG-BOOK OF A FISHERMAN AND ZOOLOGIST. 

With Illustrations. Si.\lh Thousand. Crown Svo, js. 6d. 

BURCHETT {R.)- 

DEFINITIONS OF GEOMETRY. New Edition. 24mo, 

cloth, sd, 

LINEAR PERSPECTIVE, for the Use of Schools of Ar. 

New Edition. With Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, 7s. 

PRACTICAL GEOMETRY; The Course of Constructioi. 

of Plane Geometrical Figures. With 137 Diagrams. Eighteenth Edition, Post 
Svo, cloth, 5s. 

BURGESS {EDWARD)— 

ENGLISH AND AMERICAN YACHTS. Illustrated 

with Beautiful Photogravure Engravings. Oblong folio, 42s. 

BUTLER {A. 7 -)— 

COURT LIFE IN EGYPT. Second Edition. Illustrated. 

Large crown Svo, 12s. 

CARLYLE {THOMAS)— 

THE CARLYLE BIRTHDAY BOOK. Second Edition. 

Small fcap. Svo, 3s. 

CARSTENSEN {A. R//S)— 

TWO SUMMERS IN GREENLAND; An Artist’s 

Adventures among Ice and lUands in Fjords and Mountains. With numtnjU'v 
Illustrations by the Author, Demy Svo, mn. 
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BOOKS PV BUSHED BY 


CHAPMAN & HALUS SHILLING SERIES. 

IN THE SHADK OK SCH IKHALI.ION. UyCnAULK^. Hlathkrwick, Autlwi o" 
“ Peter Stoiuior/’ With 4 lUiistralions, Ciowu Svo. 

CYNTHIA. Hy C'haki fs Hi a’i in-KWiric. With 4 lllustiatioii>. Crown 8vo. 

IN AND OU'l OK niE PIOSkHN. Hy C,. F. Hnoli.hii.i . With lllu^tranon- 
( rown iJvo. 

THE CHUMPLEliUNNYS AND SOME OTHER ODDITIES. Sketched from Life. 

Hy W. Hn\rTY-KiN(.sroN. illustrated. Crown 8vo. 

-A SUHURB OK YEDO. Hy the late Tuicoualo A. Pi Illustrated. 

ARC'ADIAN like. By S. S. Hulkman, K O.S. With lllnsi rations. Crown 8vo. 
JOHN DARKE’S SOJOURN IN THE COTJ’ESWOLDS AND ELSEWHERE 
By S. S. Bi’ckman. Illustrated. 

SINGER'S STORY, A. Related by the Aulh.ir of “ Flitter^, Tatters, and the CounseWor.’ 
A POPPY'S 'I'KARS. By M anninixTon Cm rvv. 

NOTCHES ON THE ROUGH EDGE Oh LIKE. By Lynn Cvuil D’Ovlk. 

WE TWO AT MONTE CARl.O. By Alukki' D. Vandam. 

WHO IS THE MAN? A '|•'dc of the Si oUish B.mln. By J S. Tait. 

THE CHILD OK SI'AKFERTON. By Canon Knox Lmn 
THE imOKEN VOW. By Cani^n Knox Li 1 ilk. 

'I HE STORY OK AN AhRICAN hARM. By Oi ivi' .Sv .110 ini/< 

PADDY AT HOME. By Bauon K Dk M/.mj\i-Okan(. r.v. 


C.’HARACTER IN THK FACE. Pliysiogrioniical Sketches. 

Our Looks and what they i.ix.ui. Ciown I’vo. [In January 

CHARLOTTE ELIZAl’.ETH, LIFE AND LETTERS OF, 

Princess Pabline and Mother of PI ilippe d'Ork'an.s, Rci;eni of Trance, 1652-17?*. 
With Portraits. Demy Svo, lus. Od. 

CHAKNA y (Dfi.iUKii)- 

THE ANCIENT CITIES OF THIC NEW WORLD. 

Being Travels and Explorations in Mexico and Central America, 1857- 1882. 
With upwards of 200 illusliaiioiLs, .supei Royal Svo, 31s od. 

CHURCH [PROFESSOR A. //.), AC A, arc;/. - 

FOOD GRAINS OF INDIA. With niinierou.s Woodcuts. 

Small 4to, 6s. 

ENGLISH PORCELAIN. A Handbook to the China 

made in England during the Eighteenth Century, as illustrated by Spetimen:/. 
chiefly in the National Collection. With numerous Woodcuts. Large crown 
Svo. IS. 

ENGLISH EARTHENWARE. A Handbook to the 

Wares made in England during the 17th and 18th Centuries, as illustrated by 
Specimens in tlic National Collections. With numerous Woodcuts. I^arge crown 
Svo, 3s. 

PLAIN WORDS ABOUT WATER, Illustrated. Crown 

Svo, sewed, 6d. 

FOOD : Some Account of its Sources, Constituents, and 

Uses. A New and Revised Edition. Large crown Sv'o, cloth, js, 

PRECIOUS STONES : considered in their Scientific and 

Arti.stic Relations. With a Coloured Plate and Woodcuts. Second Edition. 
Large crown Svo, 2s. 6d. 

COBDEN, RICHARD, LIFE OF. By the Right Hon. John 

Mosley, M.P. With Portrait. New Edition. Crown Svo, 7s, 6d. 

Popular Edition, with Portrait, 4to, sewed, is.; cloth, as. 
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COLLIER (THE HOX. MARGARET). Maitamc Galctli di CadilUac - 

RACHEL AND MAURICE, and OTHER TALES. 

■ Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

COLLINS (WILKIE) and DICKENS (CHARLES)— 

THE LAZY TOUR OF TWO IDLE APPRENTICES ; 

NO THOROUC.HFANE ; THE I’ERILS OK CERTAIN ENGLlbH 
PRISONP 2 RS. With S Illubtration.s. (.rown S\o, ss. 

COOKERY— 

DINNERS IN MINIATURE. By Mrs. Eare. Crown 

8vo, 2 s. 6d. 

HILDA’S “WHERE IS IT?” OF RECIPES. Contain- 

inR many old CAPE, INDIAN, and MAl.AV DISHES and PRESERVES; 
also Directions for Polishing Fnrniiure, Cleaning Silk, etc. ; and a Collection of 
Home Remedies in Cxise of Sickness. Ry Hn dagonda J. Duck fit. Fourth 
Tliousand. Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. 

THE PYTCIILEY BOOK OF RPIFINED COOKERY 

AND BILLS OF P'ARE. By Major L , Fourth Edition. Large crown 8vo, 

8s. 

BREAKFASTS, LUNCHEONS, AND BALL SUPPERS. 

By M A jOR L . Crown 8vo, 4s. 

OFFICIAL HANDBOOK OF THE NATIONAL 

TRAINING SCHOOt, KOR COOKERY. JContaining Leswn* on Cookery, 
forming the Course of Instruction in the School. Compiled by “R. O. C.*' 
Twenty-first 'Phousand. Large crown 8vo, 6s. 

BREAKFAST AND SAVOURY DISHES. By“R.O.C." 

Ninth Thousand. Crown 8vo, is. 

THE ROYAL CONFECTIONER : English and Foreign. 

By C. K. Francatelli. With Illustrations. Sixth Thousand. Crown 8vo, ss. 
COOPER-KJNG {LT,-COL,)— 

GEORGE WASHINGTON. Large crown 8vo. With 

Portrait and Maps. [/<• Press, 

COUPERUS (LOUIS)^ 

ELINE VERE. Translated from the Dutch by ]. T, 

Gkein. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

COURTNEY (W. L.), MA., LL,D,, of New College, Oxford^ 

STUDIES AT LEISURE. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

STUDIES NEW AND OLD. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
CONSTRUCTIVE ETHICS : A Review of Modern Philo- 

sophy and its Three Stages of Interpretation, Criticism, and Reconstruction. 
Demy o, 12s. 

CRAIK {GEORGE LILLIE)— 

ENGLISH OF SHAKESPEARE. Illustrated in a. Philo- 

logical Commentary on “Julius Caesar.” Eighth Edition. Post Bvo, cloth, 5s. 

OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH 

LANGUAGE, Eleventh Edition. Post 8vo, cloth, as. 6d. 
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CRAWFURD [OSWA/.D)— 

ROUND THE CALENDAR IN PORTUGAL. With 

numerous Illustrations. Royal 8vo, iSs, 

BEYOND THE SEAS; being the surprising Adventures 

• and ingenious Opinions of Ralph, l..ord St. Keyne. Second Kditlon. Crown 8vo. 
3S. 6d. 

CRIPPS {WILFRED fOSEP/I), M.A.. F.S.A,- 

COLLEGE AND CORPORATION PLATE. A Hand- 

book for the Reproduction of Silver Plate. With numerous Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth, 2s 6d. 

CiJK'AON [LOUIS HENRY)- 

A MIRROR OF THE TURF; or, The Machinery of 

Horseoacing Revealed, shjwing the Sport of Kings as it is tO'day Crown 8vo, 8s. 

DAIRY FARMING^- 

DAIRY FARMING. To i^hich is added a Description of 

the Chief Contiuontal S>.slfcms With numerous Illustrations. By James Long. 
Crown 8vo, qs 

DAIRY FARMING, MANAGEMENT OF COWS, etc. 

BvAkthiiu U'fiANi*. EtUted by Wii !IAM Aim KTT. Crown Svo, 5s. 

DALY (/. B.), - 

IRELAND IN THE D.\YS OF DEAN SWIFT. Crown 

8vo, 5s. 

DAS {DEVENDRA A’) - 

SKEl'CHES OF HINDOO LIFE. Crown Svo, 5s. 

DAUBOURG (F.) 

INTERIOR ARCIIITECTU RE. Doors, Vestibules, Stair- 
cases, Anteroftms, Orawing, Dining, and Bed Rooms, Libraries, Bank and News- 
paper Offiies, Shop Fronts and Interiors. Hall -imperial, cloth, Ls 12s. 6d. 

DAVIDSON {ELLIS A.)- 

PRETTY ARTS FOR THE EMPLOYMENT OF 

LEISUKK HOURS. A Book foi Ladies. With Illustrations. Demy 8 vo, 6s. 
DA Y { WILLIAM) - 

THE RACEHORSE IN TRAINING, with Hints on 

Racing and Rtuang Reform. Se\ciith Edition. Demy &vo, qs. 

DE BO VET {MADAME)- 

THREE MON FHS’ TOUR IN IRELAND. Translated 

and Cottdciised b\ Aktiu k Waliek. W tih lllusttalions. Ciown 8vo., 6s. 
DE CHAMPEAUX {ALFRED)-^ 

TAPESTRY. With numerous Woodcuts. Cloth, 2S. 6d. 

DE FALLOUX {THE COUNT)— 

MEMOIRS OF A ROYALIST. Edited by C B. Pitman. 

2 voks. With Portraits. Demy Svo, 32s. 

DE /CONINCR {L. L.) and DIETZ (/?.)-- 

PRACTICAL MANUAL OF CHEMICAL ASSAYING, 

as applied to the Manufacture of Iron, Edited, with notes, by Robrrt Mallbt. 
Post 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

DE LESSEES {EERDINAND)— 

RECOLLECTIONS OF FORTY YEARS. 2 vols. 

Demy Svo, 24s. 

DELILLE {EDWARD)- 

SOME MODERN FRENCH WRITERS. Crown 8vo. 

r/« (Ae Press, 
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DE LISLE (MEMOIR OF LIEUTENANT RUDOLPH), 

R.N., of the Naval Urisadc. By the Rev. H. N. Ovknuam, M.A. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

DR MANDAT-GRANCEY {BARON R )-~ 

PADDY AT HOME; or, Ireland and the Irish at 

THE Present Time, as seen by a Frenchman. Fifih Edition. Ciowu Svo, i‘. . 
in doth, IS. 6d. 

DR STARR {MADAME)— 

MADAMP2 DE STAEL : Her Friends, and Her Influence 

in Politics and Literature, liy L.sdy Blennekhassett. Tninslated from the 
German. With a Portiait. $ vols. Demy 8vo, 36.S. 

DR WINDT [JR)- 

SIBERIA a\S IT IS. With numerous Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo, i8s. 

FROM PEKIN TO CALAIS BY LAND. With nume- 

rous Illustrations by C. £ Fripi* from Sketche.s by the Author. New and Cheaper 
Edition. 7s. 6d. 

A RIDE TO INDIA ACROSS PERSIA AND liELU- 

CHIS'l'AN, With numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, lO-.. 

DICJRRNS {CNARRES), HVRA^S B Y- Su pages 31-38. 

THE CHARLES DICKENS BIRTHDAY BOOK. 

With Five lllustration.s In a handsome fcap. 410 volume, 12s. 

THE HUMOUR AND PATHOS OF CHARLES 

DICKENS. By CiiARLiis Kent. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

THE DICKENS DICTIONARY. A Key to the Charac- 

tets and Principal liuith'nts in tlu 'I ales of Charles l)ii,lcens. New Edition, 
uniform with the “Crown” Edition of Dickens’s Works. L.irge crown 8vo, 5s. 

DICfCENS {MARY 

CROSS CURRENTS: a Novel. A New PZdition in 

I vol. Clown Svo, 3s, 6d.’ 

D/RATR {RADY)— 

ART IN THE MODERN STATE. With Facsimile. 

Demy Svo, gs. 

DINARTR {SYLVIO)— 

INNOCENCIA : A Story of the Prairie Regions of Brazil. 

Translated from the Portuguese and Illustrated by James W. Wells, F.R.G.S. 
Crown Svo, 6.s. 

DIXON {CHARRES)- 

THE GAME BIRDS AND WILD FOWL OF THE 

BRITISH ISLANDS. Demy Svo. 

THE MIGRATION OF BIRDS : An Attempt to Reduce 

the Avian Season -flight to Law. Crown Svo, 6s. 

THE BIRDS OF OUR RAMBLES: A Companion 

for the Country. With Illustrations by A. 'P. Elwks. Large Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

IDLE HOURS WITH NATURE. With Frontispiece. 

Crown Svo, 6s. 

,\NNALS OF BIRD LIFE: A Year-Book oi British 

Ornithology. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 75. 6d. 

R 
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BOOA'S PUBLISHED BY 


DOUGLAS {JOHN)— 

SKETCH OF THE FIRST PRINCIPLES OF PHYSIO- 

GRAPHY, With Maps and numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

DBA YSON {MAJOR-^GENERAL A, W.)- 

THIRTY THOUSAND YEARS OF THE EARTH’S 

PAST HISTORY. Large Crown Svo, t;s. 

EXPERIENCES OF A WOOLWICH PROFESSOR 

during Fifteen Years at the Royal Military Academy. Demy 8vo, 8s, 

PRACTICAL MILITARY SURVEYING AND 

SKETCHING. Fifth Edition. Post Svo, cloth, 4s. 6d. 

DVCKITT (H/LDAGONDA /.)— 

HILDA’S “WHERE IS IT?” OF RECIPP:S. Contain- 

inR many old CAPE, INDIAN, and MALAV DISHES and PRESERVES; 
also Directions for Polishing Funutuit , Cleaning Silk, etc. Third Edition. 
Crown Svo, 4s. 6d, 

DUCOUDRAV [GUSTAVE) 

THE HISTORY OF ANCIENT CIVILISATION. A 

Handbook based upon M. Gustave Du**oudiay’s “ Histoire Somjnaire de la 
Civilisation." Edited by Rev. J. Verschuyle, M.A. With Illustrations. Large 
crown Svo, 6s. 

THE HISTORY OF MODERN CIVILISATION. With 

Illustrations. Jjarge crown Svo, os. 

{WILLIAM), R.A,— 

DRAWING-BOOK OF THE GOVERNMENT SCHOOL 

OF DESIGN. Fifty selected Plates. Folio, sewed, 5s. ; mounted, tSa, 

ELEMENTARY OUTLINES OF ORNAMENT. Plates 1. 

to XXII., containing «;? Examples, ad.'iptcd for Practice of SiandarUa I. to IV. 
Small folio, sewed, as ud. 

SELECTION FROM DYCK’S DRAWING BOOK. 

15 Plates, sewed, is. 6d.; mounted on cardboard, 6s. 6d, 

TEXT TO ABOVE. Crown Svo, sewed, 6d. 

EARL [MRS.)- 

DINNERS IN MINIATURE. Crown Svo, 2 s. 6d. 

EDW ARDS {MRS, SUTHERLAND)- 

'I HE .SECRET 01 I HE PRlNCFbh A T.ik ol Couiuri, Camp, L'ourt, Convict, 
and Cloister Life in Russia. Ciown dvo, jn, od, 

ELLIS {A. B., Major \st West India Re^im€nf ) — 

HISTORY OF THE GOLD COAST OF WESl' 

AFRICA. Demy 8vo. 

THE EWE-SPEAKING PEOPLE OF THE SLAVE 

COAS I' OF WKS r APKICA. With Map. Demy Svo, los. 6d. 

THE TSHI-SPEAKING PEOPLES OF THE GOLD 

COAST OF WEST AFRICA: theii Religion, Manners, Customs, Law.c, 
Language, &c. \y .i’.i Map. Demy Svo, los. 6ii 

SOUTH AFRICAN SKETCHES. Crown Svo, 6s. 

THE HISTORY OF THE WEST INDIA REGI- 

MENT. With Maps and Coloured Frontispiece and Tule-page. Demy Svo, i8s, 

THE LAND OF FETISH. Demy Svo, 12 s. 
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ENGEL (CAPL) - 

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS. With numerous Woodcuts. 

Large crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

ENGLISHMAN IN PARIS; NOTES ANT) RECOIJ.EC- 

TIONS DURINO i HE KEKiN OF LdUIS PHILIPPE ANT) THE 
LMl’IKE. Seventh ThcTUsand. Crown Svo, lus. 

ESCOTT {T. II. E.)-~ 

POLITICS ANO LETTERS. Demy 8vo, 9s. 
ENGLAND: ITS PEOPl.E, POLITY, and PURSUITS. 

New and Revi',ed Editio’:. Demy 3 vo, js. Ld. 

EUROPEAN POLITICS, THE PRESENT POSITION OF. 

By the Authoi of “Greater Britain.” Demy Svo, 12s. 

FANE {VIOLET)- 

AUTUMN SONGS. Crown Svo, 6s. 

THE STORY OF HELl' N DAVENANT. Crown Svo, 

3s. 6d. 

QUEEN OF THE FAIRIES (A Village Story), and other 

Poems. Crown Svo, 6-.. 

ANTHONY BALINGTON ; a Drama. Crown Svo, 6s. 

FIELD {HENRY M.)^ 

GIBRALTAR. With numerous Illustrations. Demy Svo, 

7S. 6d. 

FITZGERALD [PERCY), F.S.A.— 

CHRONICLES OF ROW STREET POLICE OFFTCE. 

New and Cheaper Editiun. [/« Mr Prt^s. 

THE HISTORY OF PICKWICK. An Account of its 

Characters, Localities, Allusions, and TlIuMralions. With a Bihliot'raphy. Demy 
Svo, 8s. 

FLEMING {GEORGE), F.R.C.S.— 

ANIMAL PLAGUES: THEIR HISTORY, NATURE, 

A N D V R E V i: N r I O N. Svo, clot h , t 5s. 

PRACTICAL HORSE-SHOEING. With 37 Illustrations. 

Fifth Edition, enlarged. 8vo, sewed, 2-^. 

RABIES AND HYDROPHOBIA: THEIR HISTORY, 

NATURE, CAUSES, SYMPTOMS, AND PREVENTION. With 8 Illu-;lr.i- 
tionb. 8vo, doth, 15s. 

FOKSTSK {JOHN)— 

THE LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS. Original 

Edition. Vol. I , Svo, cloth, tjs,. Vtd. TI., Svo, cloth, 141.. V’ol. III., Svo, cloth, 
16b. 

Uniform with the Illustrated Library Edition of Dickens’s 

Works, 2 \oK. Demy 8\o, 20s. 

Uniform with the Library and Popular Library Editions. 

Post Svo, los. 6d. each. 

Uniform with the “ C. D.” Edition. With Numerous 

Illustrations. 7 vols. 7s. ' 

Uniform with the Crown Edition. Crown Svo. iiutkepms 
Uniform with the Household Edition. With Illustrations 

by F. Barnard. Crown 4to, cloth, 5s. 
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BOOifCS PUBLISHED BY 


FORSTER, THE LIFE OF THE RIGHT HON. W. E. 

By T, Wkmyss Reid. With Portraits. Fourth Edition. « vols. Detny 8vo, 325.# 
FIFTH EDITION in one volume with neiv Portrait, Demy 8vo, los. 6d, 
FORSYTH {CAPTAIN')- 

THE HIGHLANDS OF CENTRAL INDIA : Notes on 

their Forests and Wild Tribes, Natural History and Sjiorts. With Map and 
Coloured Illustrations A New Edition. Demy Svo, las, 

FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW {^ee page 40)- 

FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW.— “First Series, May, 1865, to 

Dec. 1866. 6 vols. Cloth, 13s. each 

New Series, 1867 to 1872. In Half-yearly Volumes. Cloth, 

13s. each. 

From January, 1873, to the present time, in Half-yearly 

Volumes. Cloth, i6s. each. 

CONTENTS OF FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW. From 

the commencement to end of 1878. Sewed, ?s. 

FORTNUM {C. D. E.), F,S.A.— 

MAIOLICA. With numerous Woodcuts. Large crown 

8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

BRONZES. With numerous Woodcuts. Large crown 

8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

FOUQUE' (DE la MOTTE)--- 

UNDINE: a Romance translated from the German. With 

an Introduction by Ji'lia Caki'wkii.ht. Illustrated by Heywood Sumner. 
Crown 4to, 5s. 

ERANCATRLLl (C. E.) - 

THE ROYAL CONFECTIONER : English and Foreign. 

A Practical 'iVeitise. With Illustrations, Sixth 'J’housaiid. Crown Svo, 5s. 
FRANKS {A. W:)- 

JAPANESE POTTERY. Being a Native Report, with an 

IntroiUiclion and Catalogue. With numerous Illuslralions and Marks. Large 
crown Svo, clotii, 7S. 6d. 

FROBEL, FRIEDRICH ; a Short Sketch of his Life, including 

Frobel s Letters from Dresden and Leiprig to hL Wile, now fust Translated into 
English. By Emu Y SniKKFFF Crown 8vp, 2s. 

OALLENGA {ANTONIO) - 

ITALY: PRESENT AND FUTURE. 2 vols. Dmy.8vo,2is. 
EPISODES OF MY SECOND LIFE. 2vols. Dmy.8vo,28s. 
IBERIAN REMINISCENCES. Fifteen Years’ Travelling 

Impressions of .Spain and Portugal. W^ith a Map. 2 vols. Demy Svo, 32s. 
GARDNER iL STAA'A/F)- 

A HISTORY OF IRON WORKING AS AN ART. 

with numermts Illustration*.. ciowii il\o 

GASNAULT {PA UL) and GAKN/HH (hlX)~ 

FRENCH POTTERY. With Illustrations and Marks. 

Large crown Svo, js. 

GJLI.MOSE (PARKEP)- 

THE HUNTER’S ARCADIA. With numerous Illustra- 

tions. Demy 8vo, los. 6d. 

GIRL’S LIFE EIGHTY YEARS AGO (A). Selections from 

*the Letters of Elira Southgate Bowtie, with an Introduction by Clarence Cook 
Illustrated with Portraits and Views. Crown 410, i7S. 

GLFJCHEN {COUNT), (rrenaJicr Guardi— 

WITH THE CAMEL CORPS UP THE NILE. With 

numerous Sketches by the Author Thiid Edition. Large crown Svo, 9s. 
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CORDON {GENERAL)— 

LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA, THE DANUBE, 

AND ARMENIA, Edited by Demhtkius C. liouLt^Eu. Second Edition. 
Crown 8ro, 5s- 

CORST (S/R 7. E^), Q-C, Af.P.- 

AN ELECTION MANUAL. Containing the Parlia- 

mentary Elections (Corrupt and Illegal Practices) Act, 1883, with N otes. Third 
Edition Crown 8vo, is. 6d. 

GO WER {A. R,), Royal School of Mlne % — 

PRACTICAL MPiTALLURGY. AVith Illustrations. Crown 

8vo, 3s. 

CRESWEIJ^ {WILLIAM). M.A., F.R.C.L— 

OUR SOUTH AFRICAN EMPIRE. With Map. 2 vols. 

Crown Svo. 21*.. 

GRIFFIN {SIR LF.FEL IIF.NRV), K.C.S.L— 

THE GREAT REPUBLIC. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 

4S. 6d. 

GRIEFJJ'HS {MAJOR ARTHUR), H.M, Inspector of Prisons— 

FRENCH REVOLUTIONARY GENERALS. Large 

crown 8vo, 6s. 

CHRONICLES OF NEWGATE. Illustrated. New 

Edition. Demy 8vo. [Jn the Press. 

MEMORIALS OF MILLLANK : or, Chapters in Prison 

History. With Illustrations. New Edition. Demy 8vo, tvs 
GR/MPLE {A.)— 

SHOOTING AND S.\LMON FISHING : HINTS AND 

RKCOCLEC I'lONS. Second Edition. With lllustr.'itiuTis. Duny 8vo lOt. 

HALL {S/DNEy) - 

A TRAVELLING ATLAS OF THE ENGLISH COUN- 

TIES. Fifty Maps, coloured. New Edition, including the Railways, corrected 
up to the pre.sent dale. Demy 8vo, in roan tuck, los. 6(J. 

HAWKINS {FREDERICK)— 

THE FRENCH STAGE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 

CENTURY, With Portraits. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, ^os. 

ANNALS OF THE FRENCH STAGE: FROM ITS 

ORIGIN TO THE DKATH OF RAC INK. . Purlralts. 2 vols. DemySvo.aBs. 
HILDEBRAND {HANS), Riyal A iiliguary of Sweden ~ 

INDUSTRIAL ARTS OF SCANDINAVIA IN THE 

PAGAN TIME. With numerous Woodcuts. Large crown 8vo, 2 S. 6d. 

HILL {MISS G.)— 

THE PLEASURES AND PROFITS OF OUR LITTLE 

POULTRY FARM. Small 8vo, 3s. 

HOLBEIN— 

TWELVE HEADS AFTER HOLBEIN. Selected from 

Drawings in Her Majesty*s Collection at Windsor. Reproduced in Autotype, in 
portfolio. Cc t 6 s . 

HOL MES { G FOR ( » E (', V.), Sa rcia ry of the In s ti tu tion of N aval A rch itects — 

MARINE ENGINES AND BOILERS. With Sixty-nine 

Woodcuts. Large crown 8vo, 3s. 

HOPE {AN DREE)— 

CHRONICLES OF AN OLD INN; or, a Few JVords 

about Gray's Inn. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

HOUSSAYE {ARSEN E) ~ 

BEHIND THE SCENES OF THE COM^DIE FRAN- 

CAISE, AND OTHER RECOLLFXTIONS. Translated from the French. 
Demy 8vo, 14s. 
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SOOXS PUBLISHED BY 


HOVELACQUB (ABEL)— 

THE SCIENCE OF LANGUAGE; LINGUISTICS, 

PHIIjOLOGY, AND ETYMOLOGY. WithMaps. Large crown Svo, doth,;;'. 6<! 

HOW TO HUy A HORSIO. With Hints on Shoeing and 

Stable Munageiueni. Lv J^m vi.u s. Cto\Mi.Svo 
H07JKR (//. M.) 

TURENNK. With Tortrait and Two Maps. Large crown 

8vy, 4';, 

HUDSON ( IF. //.), r.J/.Z.A. lord A' 'lur of " Ar-ndiHC Onitiholo:^v ‘' — 

IDLE DAYS IN i’A'I'ACE )MA. With numerous illustra- 

tinns by L Smit arul A. Hai.ti t t I fJvo. 

THE NA TURAJJS'J' IN LA PLATA. With numerous 

Illustrations liy J. Smit. S* cruul IaIiuou. I)oni\ Svo, rCi->. 

HUEFFER {F.) - 

HALF A CENTURY OF MUSIC IN ENGLAND. 

l8 J7— 1SS7. lleniy 8vo, 8 s. 
liVCHES ( H'. A-.), E.L.S. - 

A WEEK’S TRAMP IN DICKENS -LAND. With 

Upwards of loo lllustratu)n^ by E tb Kir ion, Hefiu li' Kaij.ion, ar.il others. 
Demy iA o, jf.s. 

HUNTLY [MAROUIS 01^— 

TRAVELS, SPORTS, AND POLITICS IN THE EAST 

OE ElIROPK. With Illustialions. Large Crown Svo, 12s. 
hUTCH/\SU.\ {REV. H, .V.) - 

EXTINCT MONSTERS. With numerous Illustrations by 

J. Smit and olhtis. Demy 8vo, i.*-.. 

INDUSl'RlAIu AR'TS: Historical Sketches. With numerous 

Illustrations. Large ciown 8vo, ;s. 

JA CRSON (FRANK 0. ), MastiY ni the Bjnnin^ham Mufi'n ipal School of Arl—- 

DECORATIVE DESIGN. An Elementary Text Book of 

Principles and Practice. With numerous lHustraHons. .Set ond EMitioii. Ciown 
Svo, 7s. 6d. 

JAA/FS {HFNRV A.), J/.W.— 

HANDBOOK TO PERSPECTIVE. Crown Svo, 2S. 6d. 
PERSPECTIVE CHARTS, for use in Class Teaching. 2s. 
fARRV (GENERAL)-- 

OUTPOST DUTY. With TREATISES ON MILITARY 

RECONNAISSANC E AND ON ROAD-MAKING. By Major-Gen. W. C. L. 
Napier. 'J’hiid lulinon Crown 8vo, ss. 

A A FERFS(J\ {/ (VR/^V), P>. /.- 

MIDDI.ESEX COUN'l’Y RECORDS. Indictments, Re- 

I e* Coroners’ Intjui iticni . P< >l Moricm, t trders, Memoranda, ami Cer- 
litn atesot i ol (\*nienii< let's, 2u/\ ui Ch.nlo'7 II. to ^ James il. 4 vols. 

With PoTii ms, llkmtraUcii'., and h.u ilt'.. Demy uvo, each. 

yEANS{ll\ T.) - 

CREATORS OF THE AGE OK STEEL. Memoirs of 

Sir W. Siemens, Si.-" H. Bessemer, Sir J. Whitworth, Sir J. Brown, and other 
Inventois. Second Ldii um. Crown Svo, 7s. od. 

JOKAI (MAURICE)— 

PRET'J’V MICllAL. Translated by R. Nisr.Kr P.ain. 

Crown Svo, 5s. 

JONES (CAPTAIN DOUGLAS), R.A.— 

NOTES ON MILI TARY LAW. Crown Svo, 4s. 

JONES. HANDBOOK OF THE JONES COLLEC'J’ION 

IN THE SOUI'H KENSINGTON MUSEUM. With Portrait and Wood, 
cuts. Large crown Svo, 2s. 6d. 
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JOPLING [f.OUISE]— 

HINTS TO AMATEURS. A Handbook on Art. With 

Diagrams. Crown 3 vo, is. 6d. 

JUNKER (DR. IVM.)- 

TRAVELS IN AFRICx\. 'franslated from the German 

by Professor Kfanf,. 

Vol. I. DURING the YKARS 1S75 to 1878 Containincc 38 Full-pai^e Piat* ^ 
and 125 Illustrations in the Ttxt ami Map. Dtmy Svo, jts, 

Vol. II. DURING the \ EARS 187^ to 18S Coutanmnj nuinet oils Full-pa./. 

Plates, and Illustrations in the Text and ^lap. Detuy 8vo, 21s. 

Vol. III. DURING the \ EARS iTU' to 1886. Containin'; ninruM-oin' Full-i>.u 
Plates and Illustrations in the Pf\taitd Map-. D«.inj Cao, .ms. 

KELLY {JAMES EIT/MA I ’RfCE)— 

T?1E IJFE OF MIGUEL DE CERVANTES 

SAAVEDRA : \ biographical, Eiler.uy, .ind llisionoal SUulv» with a dental' > 
Pibhogiaph\ from ivSi to 1S9'.’, aiid .111 Annotated Appendix on the “Canto d 
Cahope.” Deinj Svo, i6i>. 

KENNA RD ( ED 1 1 A RD) - - 

NORWEGIAN SKETCHES: FISHING IN STRANGE 

WATERS. Illustrated with beautiful Sketches. Second Edition. 14s. 

AUNG {L/EUJACOL. COOPER)— 

GEORGE WASHINGTON. Large crown Svo. [imhcprcs^. 

KLACLKO {M. JULIAN)^ 

TWO CHANCELLORS: PRINCE GOPvTCHAKOF and 

PRINCE BISMARCK, translated by Mrs. T ait New and cheaper Edition, 6 s. 

LACORDA/RE {PERE)-~ 

JESUS CHRIST; GOT): AND GOD AND MAN. 

Conf«rences duluere.l at Notre l>.nme in I'.uiv. .Si-v.iiiii I’ljousand. Crown Svo, 

LA/NK 'tjAf.), A'./l.— 

ENGLISH COMPOSITION EXERCISES. Crown Svo, 

;*s. 6d. 

LA/NG (S.)- 

HUMAN ORIGINS: EVIDENCE FROM HISTORY 

AND SCIENCE.. \\ iih Illusti aikm-. t eiuh Thous.'vud. Demj 8v(t, 3s. t/cL 

PROBLEMS OF 'I'HE FUTURE AND ESSAYS. 

Nintli 'rhoLsand. Dciny Fvo. ;s nd 

MODERN SCIENCE AND MODERN THOUGHT. 

l''oui U' nth Thousand. Demy 8v'), 3- <»d 

A MODERN ZOROASTRIAN. Skill Thousand. Demy 

8vo, 3s. 6d. 

LAMENNA/S {E.)— 

WORDS OF A r»ELnCvT‘:R, and THK PAST AND 

FUTURE or TUE IM'OPIE Jrandatul fumi th. French by L. E. 
aM ARiTNEAi . With a Memoir ot Laineiinais. Crown Svo, 4s. 

LANDOR ( W. S . )— 

I.IEE AND WORKS. 8 vols. 

Vol. t. Out of print. 

Vol. 2. Out of print. 

Vol. 3. CONVERSATIONS OF SOVEREIGNS AND STATESMEN. AND 
FIVE DIALOGUES OF BOCCACCIO AND PETRARC.A 
Demy Svo, 14s. 

Vol. 4. DIALOGUES UK LITERARY MEN. Demy Svo, 74s. 

Vol. s. DIALOGUES OF LITERARY MEN Lontinued). FAMOUS 
WOMEN. LETIEKS OK PERICLES AND ASPASIA. And 
Minor prose Pieces. Demy Svo, r4s. • 

Vol. 6. MISCELLANEOUS CONVERSAFIONS. Demy Svo, 14s. 

Vol. 7. GEIUR, ACTS AND SCENES AND HELLENICS. Poems 
Demv 8vo, T4.S. , 

Vol. 8. MISCKIJaANEOUS POEMS AND CRITICISMS ON IHEO- 
CRITUS, CATULLUS, AND inc TRARCH. Demy 8vo, 14s. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


LANIN [E. 

RUSSUN CHARACTERISTICS. Reprinted, with 

Revisions, from The Totinightly Review, Demy Svo. i4'>. ' 

LAVELEVE {EM/LE DE)— 

THE ELEMENTS OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. 

Translated by W. Pollard, B.A., St. John’s College, Oxford. Crown Svo, 6s. 
LE CONTE {JOShPH), Professor of Geoloi^y and Natural History in the Uni- 
versity of California — 

EVOLUTION : ITS NATURE, ITS EVIDENCES, 

AND rrS UEI.AT 1 ()NS TO kbLKilOUb THOUGHT. A New and 
Revised Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

LEFRVRE (ANDRE)— 

PHILOSOPHY, Historical and Critical. Translated, with 

an Introduction, by A, W. Keane, B.A. Large crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

LR ROUX {//.)— 

ACROBATS AND MOUNTEBANKS. AVith over 200 

Illustrations by J. Garnieh. Royal 8vo, 16s. 

LERO V-BRA I TJEU [ANA TO LB)- 

PAPACY, SOCIALISM, AND DEMOCRACY. P.y 

Ana'ioik l,KKo\-HEAiJi.iEr, Member oi the Institute of France. Tianslated by 
Professoi B. L. O’Donnell. Crown 8vc», 7s. 6d 

LESLIE (R C ) 

THE SEA l^T: HOW TO BUILD, RIG, AND 

S.MI. II KU. With numerous Illustrations by the Author, ('row'n Svo, 61J. 

OLD SEA WINGS, WAYS, AND WORDS, IN THE 

DAYS OK OAK AND HEMP. With 133 Illustrations by the Author. Demy 
Svo, 14s. 

LIFE ABOARD A BRITISH PRIVATEER IN THE 

TIME OF' QUEEN ANNE. Being the Journals of Captain Woodes Rogers, 
Master Mariner. With Notes and IllustTations by Robert C. Leslie. Large 
crown Svo, qs. 

A SEA PAINTER’S LOG. With 12 Full-page Illustrations 

by the Author. Large crown Svo, las. 

LBTOVRNEAU {DR. CffARLRS) - 

SOCIOLOGY. Based upon Ethnology. Large crown 

Svo, 3s. 6d. 

BIOLOGY. With 83 Illustrations. A New Edition. 

Demy Svo, 3s. 6d. 

ULLy{W. S.}^ 

ON SHIBBOLETHS. Demy Svo, 12s. 

ON RIGHT AND VVRONG. Second Edition. Demy 

Svo, 12s. 

A CENTURY OF REVOLUllON. Second Edition. 

Demy Svo, 12s. 

CHAPTERS ON EUROPEAN HISTORY. With an- 

Introductory Dialogue on the Philosophy of History. 2 vols. Demy Svo, 21s. 

ANCIENT RELIGION AND MODERN THOUGHT. 

Second Edition. Demv Svo, las. 

LITTLE (THE REV, CANON KNOX)-- 

THE CHILD OF STAFFERTON: A Chapter from a 

Family Chronicle. New Edition. Crown Svo, boards, is.; cloth, is. 6d. 

THE BROKEN VOW. A Story of Here and Hereafter. 

New Edition. Crown Svo, boards, is. ; cloth, is. 6d, 
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LLOYD [COLONEL E.M.), R.E.— 

VAUBAN, MONT ALEMBERT, CARNOT : ENGINEER 

STUDIES. With Portraits. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

LLOYD (IV^. IV.), late 24M Regiment — 

ON ACTIVE SERVICE. Printed in Colours. Oblong 

4 to. ss. 

SKETCHES OF INDIAN LIFE. Printed in Colours. 

4to, 6s. 

LONG {JAMES)-^ 

DAIRY FARMING. To which is added a Description of 

the Chief Continental Systems. With numerous Illustrations. Ciown Bvo, 9s. 

LOVELL [ARTHUR]-- 

THE IDEAL OF MAN. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

LOW [ WILLTANT)-- 

TAPJLE DECORATION. With 19 Full Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo, 6s. 

McCOAN (/. C.)-~ 

EGYPT UNDER ISMATT.: a Romance of History. 

With Portrait and Appendix of Official Documents Crown 8vo, 7s. 6(1. 

MALLESON [COL. G B.). C.S.L- 

PRINCE EUGENE OF SAVOY. With Portrait and 

Maps. l.arge crown 8vo, 6s. 

LOUDON. A Sketch of the Military Life of Gideon 

Ernest, Freicherr von Loudon. With Poitrait and Alaps. Large crown 8vo, 4s. 
MALLET [ROBERT]^ 

PRACTICAL MANUAL OF CHEMICAL ASSAYING, 

as applied to the Manufacture of Iron. ]»y L. L. Dh Koninck and E. iMiii’/. 
Edited, with note;, by Kobcrt Mallkt. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

MALLOCK (JV. //.)— 

A HUMAN DOCUMENT. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

MARCEAV [SERGENT]— 

REMINISCENCES OF A RPXHCIDE. Edited from 

the Original MSS. of Surgknt M m?( kaif, Member of the Conventum, .md 
Administrator of Police in ihc French Revolutioii uf 17S9. P>y M. C. M. Simi'son 
D emy Svo, with IIlu.stratious and Poi traits, 14s, 

MASKELL [ALFRED]— 

RUSSIAN ART AND ART OBJECTS IN RUSSIA. 

A Handbook to the Reproduction of Goldsmiths’ Work and other Alt ’I'leasures. 
With Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. 

MASKELL ( WILLIAM]^ 

IVORIES : ANCIENT AND MEDIEVAL. With nume- 

rous Woodcuts. Large crown Svo, cloth, as. 6d. 

HANDBOOK TO THE DYCE AND FORSTER COL- 

LECTIONS. With Illustrations. Large crown Svo, cloth, as. 6d. 

AfyiSPJ^RO {G.]f late Director of A rducology in Egypt, and Member of the 
Institute of France— 

LIFE IN ANCIEN'r LGYPT AND ASSYRIA. 

Translated by A. P. Morion. With 188 Illustrations. 'I’hird Thousand Crown 
Svo, 5s. 

c 
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GEORGE MEREDITH’S WORKS. 

A New and Uniform Edition. Crown i/vo, y, 6d, each. 
Copies of the Six-ShUliHg EiitioH are still to it had. 

ONE OF OUR CONQUERORS. 

DIANA OF THE CROSSWAYS. 

EVAN HARRINGTON. 

THE ORDEAL OF RICHARD FEVERED. 
THE ADVENTURES OF HARRY RICHMOND. 
SANDRA BELLONI. 

VITTORIA. 

RHODA FLEMING. 

BEAUCHAMP’S CAREER. 

THE EGOIST. 

THE SHAVING OF SHAGPAT; and FARINA. 


MERIVALR [HERMAN CHARLES)— 

THE WHITE PILGRIM, and other Poems. Crown 8vo, 9s. 

HILLS (yOHN), formerly Aisistant to the Solar Phytics Committee — 

ADVANCED 'PHYSIOGRAPHY (PHYSIOGRAPHIC 

ASTRONOMY). Dc.Mgned lo meet the Reijnheniciite of Students preparing for 
tli(? LltuKtitriry jxjkI Advaiu't’tl M.hms uf PljystocrA(>hv in the Science and Art 
Dcpatlnunt h..vaimiK.tioiis, auU .vs .ui In.ioUucuwn to Phy,sical Astronomy. 
Crown 8vo, 4s 6d. 

ELEMENTARY PHYSIOGRAPHIC ASTRONOMY. 

Crown 8vo. rs. 6d. 

ALTERNATIVE ELEMENTARY PHYSICS. Crown 

Svo. 2*. 6d. 

MILLS [JOHN) and NORTH (PARKER)- 

QUANTITATIVE ANALYSIS (INTRODUCTORY 

LE.SSONS ON). With numerous Woodcuts. Crown Svo, is. 6d. 

HANDBOOK OF QUANTITATIVE ANALYSIS. Crown 

Svo, 35. 6d. 

MOLES WORTH ( Wo NASSAU)-- 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND FROM THE YEAR 1830 

TO THE RESIGNATION OF THE GLADSTONE MINISTRY, 1874. 
Twelfth Thousand. 3 vols. Crown Svo, i8s. 

ABRIDGED EDITION. Large crown, 7s. 6d. 

MOLTKE {FIELD-MARSHAL COUNT VON)- 

«^OLAND: AN HISTORICAL SKETCH. With Bio- 
graphical Notice by E. S. Buchukim. Crown Svo, is. 

MOOREHEAD ( WARREN A".)- 

WANNETA, THE SIOUX. With Illustrations from Life. 

Large crown 8vo> ds. 



CHAPMAN &• HALL, LIMITED. 


19 


AtORLBY (THE RIGHT HON. JOHN), M.P.— 

RICHARD COBDEN’S LIFE AND CORRESPON- 

DENCE. Crown 8vo, with Portrait, 7s. 6d. 

Popular Edition. With Portrait. 4to, sewed, is. Cloth, ss. 

MURRAY (ANDREW), F.L.S.— 

ECONOMIC ENTOMOLOGY. Aptkra. With nume- 

rous Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

NBCKBR (MADAMB)^ 

THE SALON OF MADAME NECKER. By Vicomte 

d'Haussonvillk. 2 vols. Crown Sro, tSs. 

NESBITT (ALEXANDER)— 

GLASS. With numerous Woodcuts. Large crown 8vo, 

cloth, 2S. 6d. 

mCOL (DAVID)^ 

THE POLITICAL LIFE OF OUR TIME. Twovols. 

Demy 8vo, 24s. 

NORMAN {C. B.)— 

TONKIN; or, FRANCE IN THE FAR EAST. With 

Maps. Demy 8vo, 14.S. 

aSVRNB {ROBERT), F.RAIS.-- 

THE VICTORIES OF THE BRITISH ARMY IN 

THE PENINSULA AND THE SOUTH OP FRANCE from j8o8 to 1814. 
An Epitome of Napier’s History of the Peninsular War, anil Gurwood’s Collection 
of the Duke of Wellington’s Despatches. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

O’GRADY {STAND/SN)— 

TORYISM AND THE TORY DEMOCRACY. Crown 

8vo, 5s. 

OLIVER (PROFESSOR D.), F.R.S., Sfc.— 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE PRINCIPAL NATURAL 

ORDERS OF THE VEGETABLE KINGDOM, PREPARED FOR THE 
SCIENCE AND ART DEPARTMENT, SOUTH KENSINGTON. With 
X09 Plates. Oblong 8vo, plain, x6s. ; coloured, £t 6s. 

OLIVER {B. B.), Undersecretary to the Pud lie Works Department, Punjaub-^ 

ACROSS THE BORDER ; or, PATHAN AND BILOCH. 

With numerous Illustrations by J. L. Kipling, C.l.E. Demy Sw, 14s, 
PAPUS— 

THE TAROT OF THE BOHEMIANS. The most 

ancient book in the world. For the exclu,sive use of the Initiate.s. An Ab.solute 
Kev to Occult Science. Translated by A, P. Mokton. With numerous IJlu.s- 
trations. Large crown 8vo, 7s. 6d, 

PATERSON (ARTHURy- 

A PARTNER FROM THE WEST. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

PAYTON (E W.)- 

ROUND ABOUT NEW ZEALAND. Being Notes from 

a Journal of Three Years' Wandering in the Antipodes. With Twtnt;v original 
Illustrations by the Author. I.arge crown Svo, las. 

PELAGIUS— 

HOW TO BUY A HORSE. With Hints on Shoeing and 

Stable Management. Crown Svo, is, Un January, 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


PERROT {GEORGES) and CHIPIRZ {CHARLES)— 

A HISTORY OF ANCIENT ART IN PERSIA 

With :‘S4 Illustrations, and Steel and Coloured Plate', Irapedal 8vo, 2is. 

A HISTORY OF ANCIENT ART IN PHRYGIA— 

LYDIA, AND CARIA — lACJA. With 280 Illustration'-. Imperial 8vo, 15s. 

A HISTORY OF ANCIENT ART IN SARDINIA, 

SYRIA, AND ASIA MINOR. With 395 Illustrations, j vols. 
Imperial 8vo, >6s. 

A HISTORY OF ANCIENT ART IN PHCENICIA 

AND ITS DEPENDENCIF.S. With 654 Illustrations. 2 vols. Imperial 
8 vo, 43s. 

A HISTORY OF ART IN CHALDrEA AND ASSYRIA. 

With 453 Illustrations. 3 vols. Imperial 8vo, 42s. 

A HISTORY OF ART IN ANCIENT EGYPT. With 

6tM> Illustraliotis. ? vols. Iiiiperi.al 5 vo, 42s. 

PETERBOROUGH ( THE KARL OF)— 

THE EAKL OF PETIiRBOROUGH AND MON- 

MOUTH (Charles Mordauut): A Memoir. By Colonel Frank Russell, Royal 
Dragoons. With Illustrations. 2 vols. demy 8vo. 32s. 

PILLING [WILL/ AM)- 

LAND TENURE BY REGISTRATION. Second Edition 

of “ Older from Chaos," Revised .and I'hil.Trged Crown 8vu, 5s. 

PITT TAYLOR {ERA NR)— 

THE CANTERBURY TALES. Selections from the Tales 

of Gkokfkry CiiAUCKK rendered into Modern English. Crown 8vo, 6 j:. 

POLLEN ( 7 . H,)— 

GOLD AND SILVER SMITHES WORK. With nume- 

rous Woodcuts. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

ANCIENT AND MODERN FURNITURE AND 

WOODWORK. With numerous Woodcuts. Large crowti 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
POOLE {STANLEY LANE), ILA., JILR.A.S.^ 

THE ART OF THE SARACENS IN EGYPT. Pub- 

hshcd for the Committee of Council on Education. With 108 Woodcuts. Large 
crown 8vo, 4s. 

POYNTER {E. J.), R.A.— 

TEN LECTURES ON ARl'. Third Edition. Large 

crown 8vo, 9s. 

ERA TT [ROBERT), Head madder School of Suntcc and Art, BtirroivGn-Fume^s — 

SCIOGRAITIY, OR PARALi.El, AND RADIAL 

iM-iOj KC nON C)F .SH ADOWS. Being a Course of Lxetcises for the use of 
Students m Aichiiettural and Enginecrinu Dr.iw iig, and <or Candidates preparing 
foT the Examinations in this subiect and m '1 lord (hade Perspective conducted by 
the Science and Art Depaitmeiit. Oblong tpiaito, 7s. 6d. 

m 

PURCELL {the late THE.0BALD A.), PHnci pal Medical Officer to the Japanese 
Government ) — 

A SUBURB OF YEDO. With numerous Illustrations. 

Oown 8vo, 38 . 6d. 
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PUSHKIN (A. .S'.)— 

THE QUEEN OF SPADES AND OTHER STORIES. 

With a Biography. Tranalatnl from the Ku-.sian liy .Mrt. Si'tiieki.and EinvAniis. 
Illustrated. Crown Gvo, 3s. 6d, 

RADICAL PROGRAMMKj THR. From the Fortnightly 

Review^ with additions. With a Preface by the RuHii Hon. J. Chambk'klain, 
M.P. Thirteenth Thousand. (.Jrown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

RAE (W, FRASER)- 

AUSTRIAN HEALTH RESORTS THROUGHOUT 

THBi YEAR. A New and Enlarged Edition Crown 8vo, 5s. 

RAMSDEN (LADY GWENDOLEN)- 

A BIRTHDAY BOOK* Containing 46 Illustrations from 

Original Drawings. Royal 8vo, 21s. 

RANKIN {THOMAS T.), C.E.— 

SOLUTIONS TO THE QUESTIONS IN PURE 

MATHEMATICS (STAGES i A\'l) -1 SET AT THE SCIENCE AND 
ART EXAMINATIONS FROM iB8i ’I'O iS86. Crown tjvc', as. 

RAPHAEL : his Life, Works, and Times. By Eugene Muntz. 

Illustrated with about 200 Engravings. A New Edition, revised from the Second 
French Edition, By W. Armstrong, B.A. Imperial 8vo, 25s, 

RE ADR {MRS, R. //.)— 

THE GOLDSMITH’S WARD ; A Tale uf London City in 

the Fifteenth Century. With 27 Illustralions by W BiAvtiinit. Ciown 8vo, dj. 

REDGRA VB (GILBERT)— 

OUTLINES OF HISTORIC 0 RNAMP:NT. Translated 

from the German. Edited by Gilbert Redgrave. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 4s. 

REDGRAVE {RICHARD), R.A.— 

MANUAL OF DP 3 S 1 GN. With Woodcuts. Large crown 

8 VO, cloth, 2S. 6cl. 

ELEMENTARY MANUAT. OF COLOUR, with a 

Catechism on Colour. 24mo, cloth, Qd. 

REDGRA VB {SAMUEL)^ 

A DESCRIPTIVE Ca\TALOGUE OF THE HLS- 

TORICAL COLLECTION OF WATER-COLOUR PAINTINGS IN THE 
SOUTH KENSINGTON MUSEUM. With numerous Lhromodithographs and 
other Illustrations. Royal 8vo, £\ !■>. 

RENAN {ERNEST)— 

THE FUTURE OF SCIENCE: Ideas of 1848. Demy 

8 VO, 1 8s. 

HISTORY OF THE PEOPLE OF ISRAEL. 

First Division. Till the time of King David. Demy 3 vo, 14s. 

Second Division. From the Reign ol David up to the Capture oi Samaria. 
Demy 8vo, 14s. 

Third Division. From the time of Ilezekiah till ihc Relum from Babylon. 
Demy 8vo, 14s. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY YOUTH. Translated from 

the French, and revised by Madame Renan. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 3«. 6d. 
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BOOKS PVBUSnKD BY 


RIANO (JUAN F.)— 

THE INDUSTRIAL ARTS IN SPAIN. With numerous 

Woodcuts. Large crown 8vo, doth, 4s. 

RIBTON-TURNER (C. /.)— 

A HISTORY OF VAGRANTS AND VAGRANCY AND 

BEGGA.RS ANT) J'.KGOING. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, ais. 

KOnERTS {M(WfEY)~ 

IN LOW RLIJI'^F: A Hoheinian Transcript. Crown Svo, 

3s <jii 

ROBINSON {JAMES FA— 

BRITISH BEE FARMING. Its Profits and Pleasures. 

Large crown 8vo, ss. 

ROBINSON (7. C.)- 

ITALIAN SCULPTURK OF THE MIDDLE AGES 

AND PERIOD OF THE REVIVAL OF ART. With 20 Engravings. Royal 
8vo, cloth, 7 .S. 6(1. 

ROBSON (GEORGE)^ 

ELEMENTARY BUILDING CONSTRUCTION. Illus- 
trated by a Design for an Enir.Tnce Lodge and Gate. 15 Plates. Oblong folio, 
sewed, 8.s. 

ROCK {THE VERY REF CANON), D,D.— 

TEXTILE FABRICS. With numerous Woodcuts. Large 

crown Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d, 

ROLAND {ARTHUR)— 

FARMING FOR PLEASURE AND PROFIT. Edited 

by William Ablktt. 8 vols. Crown 8vo, 5 ««. each. 

DAIRY- FARMING, MANAGEMENT OF COWS, etc. 
POULTRY-KEEIMNG. 

TREE-PLANTING, FOR ORNAMENTATION OR PROFIT. 
STOCK-KEEPING AND CATTi.K-REAKING. 

DRAINAGE OF LAND, IRRIGATION, MANURES, etc. 
ROOT-GROWING, HOPS, cic. 

MANAGEMENT OF GRA.SS LANDS, LAYING DOWN GRASS, 
ARTIFICIAL GRASSES, ac. 

MARKET GARDENING, HUSBANDRY FOR FARMERS AND 
GENERAL CULTIVATORS. 

ROOSE {ROBSON), M.D., E.C.S.— 

THE WEAR AND TEAR OF LONDON LIFE. 

Second Edition, Crown 8vo, sewed, ts 

INFECTION AND DISINFECTION. CrownSvo, sewed, 6d. 

ROOSF VKI.T ( n: A NCHIO - 

ELISABETH OF ROUMANIA: A Study. With Two 

Tales from the ('terraan of Ciitmeu S>lva, Her Majesty Queeu of Roumania. 
With '1 wo I’onraiU and Illustration. Demy Gto, i^.s. 

ROSS {MRS. JANET)- 

EARLY DAYS RECALLED. With illustrations and 

* J*ortrait. Crown Svo, «5s. 

RUSSAX [ASHMORE) jud BOYLE {EREDERJCR) - 

THE ORCHID SEEKERS: a Story of Adventure in 

Borneo. Illustrated by Ali kkd Hartley. Crown 8vo. [/« January^ 
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SCHAUERMANN {E, 

WOOD-CARVING IN PRACTICE AND THEORY, 

AS APPLIED TO HOME ARTS. With Notes on Designs having special 
application to Carved Wood in different styles. Contaimng 124 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Large crown 8va, 5s. 

SCOTT (fODJV)— 

THE REPUBLIC AS A FORM OF GOVERNMENT; 

or, The Evolution of Democracy in America. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d, 

SCOTT [LEADER)^ 

THE RENAISSANCE OF ART IN ITALY: an lUus- 

trated Sketch. With upwards of 200 Illustrations. Medium quarto, 18s. 

SCOTT-STEyENSON (MRS.)-- 

ON SUMMER SEAS. Including the Mediterranean, the 

■/Egcan, the Ionian, and the EuAine, and a voyage down the Danube. With a 
Map. Demy 8vo, i6s. 

OUR HOME IN CYPRUS. With a Map and Illustra- 

tions. Third Edition. Demy 8vo, T4''>. 

OUR RIDE THROUGH ASIA MINOR. With Map. 

Demy 8vo, i8s, 

SEEM AN (0.)— 

THE MYTHOLOGY OF GREECE .\NI) RpME, with 

Special Reference to its Use in Art. From the Oeuuan. Edited by G. H 
HiANCiTi. 64 Illustrations. New Edition, Crown 8vo, 5s. 

SETON-KARR (H, IF.), F.R.G.S., etc.— 

BEAR HUNTING IN THE WHITE MOUNTAINS; 

or, Alaska and Bnti.'>h Columbia KeviMtod. ilin‘'ii.iivd l.arge (.town, .js. od 

TEN YP:ARS’ TRAVEL AND SPORT IN FOREIGN 

Lands; or, Travels in the Elglities. .Second F,*lilion, with additions and Poitrait 
of Author, Large ci own 8vo, 

SHEPHERD (MAJOR), R.R,-- 

PRAIRIE EXPERIENCES IN HANDLING CATTLE 

AND SHEEP. With Illustrations and Map. Demy Svo, los 6d. 

SHIRREFP (EMILY) - 

A SHORT SKETCH OF THE LIFE OF FRIEDRICH 

FROBEL ; a New Edition, including Frohel’s Letters from Dresden and Leipzig 
to his Wife, now first Translated into English. Crown Svo, 2s. 

HOME EDUCATION IN RELATION TO THE 

KINDERGARTEN. Two Lecture.^. Crown 8vo, is 6d. 

SHORE (ARABELLA)— 

DANTE FOR BEGINNERS: a Sketch of the “Divin.-. 

Commedia." With Translations, Biographical and Critical Notices, and Illus- 
trations. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, 6s, * 

SIMKIN (i?.)— 

LIFE IN THE ARMY : Every-day Incidents in Camp, 

Field, and Quarters, Printed in Colours. Oblonv; 4to, 5s. 
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Boors PUBLISHED BY 


SIMMONDS (r. £.)— 

ANIMAL PRODUCTS : their Preparation, Commercial 

Uses and Value. With numerous Illustrations. Largfe crown 8vo, 3s. 6 d. 

SJNNETT M. P.)~ 

ESOTERIC BUDDHISM. Annotated and enlarged by 

the Author, Seventh Edition, Crown 8vo, 3s. 6(1. 

KARMA. A Novel New Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 

SMITH {MAJOR R, MURDOCK), R.E.^ 

PP2RSIAN ART. With Map and Woodcuts. Second Edition. 

Large crown Svo, as,. 

STANLEY (11. M.): HIS TAPE, WORKS, AND EXPLORA- 

TIONS. By the l^ev. H. W. Litti e. Demy 8vo, los. 6d. 

STATHAM (//. H. -’ ) 

MY THOUCJHTS ON MUSIC AND MUSICIANS. 

Illu'str.ited with F« onrts]u*'re of the Entrance -fiont of Handel’s Opera House and 
lVIu^ic:ll Examples. Demy 8vo, iBs. 

STODDARD {C. A.)— 

SPANISH erriKS: with OlimiKses of Gibraltar and 

T.mL^u rs, tT; Ilhistratioii'' 1 < loun .ao, 7s, Cd. 

ACRO.SS RUSSIA PROM THE BALTIC TO THE 

DANUBE. With Numeious Elustialions. Larsje crown Bvo, 7s. Od. 

STOKES {MARCARE'/)- ^ 

EARLY CHRISTIAfJ ART IN IRELAND. With 106 

Woodcuts. Demy Bvo, 7s. 6d. 

Cheaper Edition, (Jrown Svo, 4s. 

STORIES FROM “BJ.ACK AND WHITE.” By Grant 

Alien, Mrs. J,v\”’ EiNjds, [. M. Bakkie, Mrs. Oliphant, W. Clark. 
Kusspi i„ 'E iumi A , Hakdv, W. K. Nokkjs, and James Payn. Wuh numerous 
lllustnitiorib. C rown Bvo, 5s. 

STORY (IK W,)- 

CASTLE ST. ANGELO. With Illustrations. Crown 

8vo, 10s. 6d. 

SUTCLIFFE \JOHN)^ 

THE SCULPTOR AND ART STUDENT’S GUIDE 

to the Proportions of the Human Form, with Measurements in feet and inches of 
Full-Grown Figures of Pioth Sexes and of Various Ages. By Dr. G. ScHADOW. 
Plate.s reproduced by J, Sutcliffe. Oblong folio, 31s. 6d. 

SUVOROFF, LIFE OF. By Lieut.-Col. Spalding. Crown 

8vo, 6s. 

SWIFT: THE MYSTERY OF HIS LIFE AND LOVE. 

hy the Rev, Jamk^ Hay. Ciown Svo, 6s. 

SYMONDS (JOHN ADDINGTON)— 

ESSAYS, SPECULATIVE AND SUGGESTIVE. New 

Kdition. l/» Mr Prtis. 

TANNje£ [PKONNSSOX), PCS.— 

HOLT CASTLE ; or, Threefold Interest in Land, Crown 

8vo, 4S> 6d. 

TACK’S EDUCATION; OR, HOW HE LEARNT 

FARMING. Second Edition. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 
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TA YLOR {ED WARD R. ), Ihad Master of the Birminghdin Munmpal Sihool 
of Art — 

’ ELEMENTARY ART TEACHING: An Educational 

and Technical Guide for 'J'eachers and Leaineis, incliulinj; Iidani Sclu><il-\voi 1 ; 
The Work of the Standards; Frecliand, Gevjiiietiy ; Model l>ra\viuR ; Natiuc 
Drawing; Colours, Jaght and Shade; Modelling and Design. With um-i ' m 
D iagrams and Iliusiraiions. Imperial 8vo, lob. 6d. 


TEMPLE {SIR RICHARD), BART., ALP., G.C.S./.-^ 

COSMOPOLITAN ESSAYS. With Maps. Demy 8vo, iGs. 

TffOAfSON {D. C.)~ 

THE BARBIZON SCHOOL 01 ' PAINTERS; Corot, 

Rousseau, Diaz, Millit, and Dauhigny. With 130 Illu-^tiations, iiKliiding 30 Full- 
Page Plates, of which iS arc Ktchings. 4I0, cloth, 42s. 

THRUPP {GEORGE A.) and FARR {WILLIAM)- 

COACH TRIMMING. With 60 Illustrations. Crown 

8vo, 2S. 6d. 

THRUPP {THE REV. IL IV). ALA.- 

AN AID ']’0 'J'HE VISITATION OE THOSE DIS- 

TRESSKD IN MIN D, CODY, OK ESTATE. Crown C\o, 3s. bd. 

TOPI HARD {DR. PAUL)— 

ANTHROPOLOGY. With a Preface by Professor Paul 

Broca. With 49 Illustration.s. Dcnij 8vo, js. 6d. 

TOVEY {LIEUT.^COL,. R.E.)— 

MARTIAL LAW AND CUSTOM OF \VAR ; or, Military 

Law and Jurisdiction in 'Iroublous Tunes. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

TRAHERNE {MAyOR)— 

THE HABITS OF THE SALMON. Crown 8vo, 3s. Gd. 


TROLLOPE (ANTHONY)— 

THE CHRONICLES OF BARSETSHIRE. A Uniform 


Edition, in 8 vols., large crown 8vo, 
Frontispiece. 6s. each. 

THE WARDEN and BAR- 
CHESTER TOWERS. 2 vols. 
DR. THORNE. , 

FRAMLEY PARSONAGE. | 


handsomely printed, each vol, containing 

THE SMALL HOUSE AT 
ALLING'I’ON. 2 vols. 

LAST CHRONICLE OF 
BARSET. 2 vols. 


LIFE OF CICERO. 2 vols. 8vo. 4s. 


TROUP (J. ROSE)— 

WITH STANLEY’S REAR COLUMN. With Portraits 

and Illustrations. Second Edition, Demy 8vo, x6s. 


UNDERHILL {G. F.)— 

IN AND OUT OF THE PIGSKIN. With Illustrations. 


by Wali IS M ackay. Urowu8vo. is. 

VERON {EUGENE)— 

.iESTHETICS. Translated by W. H. Armstrong, i^rge 

crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

WALFORD (MAJOR), R.A.- 

PARLIAMENTARY GENERALS OF THE GREAT 


CIVIL WAR. With Maps. Large crown 8s o, 4s, 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


WALKER 

UNTRODDEN PATHS IN ROUMANIA. With 77 

Illustrations. Demy 8vo, los. 6d. 

EASTERN LIFE AND SCENERY, with Excursions to 

Asia Minor, Mitylenc, Crete, and Roumania, s vols., with Frontispiece to each- 
vol. Crown 8vo, 21s. 

WALL {A.)- 

A PRINCESS OF CHALCO. With Illustrations. Crown 

8vo, 6s. 

WARD {/AAfES) - 

ELEMENTARY PRINCIPLPIS OF ORNAMENT. 

With 122 lUustiulions in the text. 8vo, ss. 

THE PRINCIl'LES OF ORNAMENT. Edited by 

( iKORf.K A] I I- UIN-SUN, A. U. A. ClOWIl 8vO, 7''. 6d. 

WATSON (JOHN)-- 

PO-A-CHliRS AND POACHING. IVith Frontispiece. 

Crown 8\o, 7s. 6d. 

SKETCHES OF URITISH SPOR'ITNG FISHES. With 

FronLispiccc. Cunvii 8vo, ;;s, od. 

WEGG^PROSSER {F. R.)— 

GALILISO AND HIS JUDGES. Demy 8vo, 55. 

IVEILS (HENRY P.)- 

CITY BOYS IN THE WOODS ; or, A Trapping Venture 

in Maine. With upwards of lOo Illustrations. Royal Svo, gs. 

WHITE ( WALTER) -- 

A MONTH IN YORKSHIRE. With a Map. Fifth 

Edition. Post Svo, 4s. 

A LONDONER’S WALK TO THE LAND’S END, AND 

A TRIP TO THE SCILLY ISLES. With 4 Maps. Third Edition. Post Svo, 4s. 
WORNUM{R. N)~ 

ANALYSIS OF ORNAMENT: THE CHARACTER- 

ISTICS OF Sl’YLKS. An Introduction to the Histoij ol Ornamental Art. 
With many Illustrations. Ninth Edition. Royal Svo, cloth, 8s. 

WORSAAE (7. 7. 

INDUSTRIAL ARTS OF DENMARK, FROM THE 

EARLIEST TIMES TO THE DANISH CONyUEST OF ENGLAND. 
With Maj)s and Woodcuts. Large crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

lVOTT(fN [MAD El. E )- 

A GIRL DIPLOMATIST. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

WRIGHTSON (PROF. 'JOHN). M.R.A.C., P.C.S., b-c. ; President of the 
College of A i^ricidiurc, Ihnvufon. 

PRINCIPLES OF AGRICUT.TURAL PRACTICE AS 

AN INSTRDCTION.-Mj SUPJEC'l. With Geological Map. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo, 5s. 

FALLOW AND FODDER CROPS. Crown Svo, 5s. 
YOU^G OFFICER’S “DON’T”; or. Hints to Youngsters 

on Joinili^. GMiiO, I .. 

YOUNGE (C. Z>.)- 

PARALLEL LIVES OF ANCIENT AND MODERN 

HEROES. New Edition. i»mo, cloth, 4s. 6d. 
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SOUTH KENSINGTON MUSEUM SCIENCE AND ART 
HANDBOOKS. 

Handsomely printed in large crown Svo. 

Fitbhshed for ihe Committee of the Council on Kdmaiion, 

IJRONWORK : From the Earliest Times to tlie End of the 

Medi.'i v.il IVnoil. l>y j. Si AU'i.n;; (1 xkdni k. Witli ,7 iraistriiliutiv C’ro\\MB\w, 

MARINE ENGINES AND IJOILERS. By Gkorge C. V. 

Holmes, Secretary of the Institution of Naval ArLbiua ts, Wint worth Scholar. 
With Sixty-nine Wooilcutb. n.irge crown .S\o, js. 

EARLY CHRISTIAN ART IN IRELAND. By Margaret 

Stokes. With 106 Woodcuts Crown Svo, 4h. 

A Library Kdltiou, demy Svo, 7s 6d. 

FOOD GRAINS OF INDIA. By Prof. A. H. Church, M.A., 

F.C.S , F.I.e. With Numerous Woodcuts. Small ^to, bs. 

THE ART OF THE SARACENS IN EGYPT. By Stanley 

Lane Poolk, B.A., M.A.R.S. With joS Woodcuts. Ciown Svo, 4s. 

ENGLISH PORCELAIN : A Handbook to the China made in 

England during the iBth Cmiuiy. By A. H, Chckch, M.A. With 

uumeious Woodcuts. 3b. 

RUSSIAN ART AND ART OBJECTS IN RUSSIA: A 

Htuidboolw to the reproduction of Goldsmiths’ work aini other Art Ticasures from 
that country in the South Kensington Museum. ByAi.i-KFD Masklll. With 
Illustr.itiunb. 4b. 6d. 

FRENCH POTTERY. By Paul Gasnault and Edouard 

Garniek. With Illubtralions and Maiks. .s. 

ENGLISH EARTHENWARE: A Handbook to the Wares 

made in England during ihe 17th and 18th Centinie.s. By Pkof. A. H. CiiURC ii| 
M.A. With nuuKTOub Woodcuts, 3s. 

INDUSTRIAL ARTS OF DENMARK. From the Earliest 

Times to the Danish Conquest of England. By J. J. A, Woksaak, Hon. F.S.A., 
etc. lie. With Map and Wooelcuts. 3s. 6d 

INDUS TRIAL ARTS OF SCANDINAVIA IN THE PAGAN 

TIME, By Hans Hildebrand, Royal Antiquary of .Sweden. With numerous 
Woodcuts. 2b. fid. 

PRECIOUS STONES : Considered in their Scientific and 

Artistic relations. By F’liui'. A. H. Chlklh, M.A. With a Coloured Plate and 
Woodcutb. 2b. fid. 

INDUSTRIAL ARTS. OF INDIA. By Sir George C. M. 

IJiRDWOOD, &c. With Map and Woodcuts. Demy Svo, 14.S. 

HANDBOOK TO THE DYCE AND FORSTER COLLEC- 

TTONS in the South Kensington Museum. With Portraits and Facsimiles, 2s. fid. 

INDUSTRIAL AR'TS IN SPAIN. By Juan F. RiaSo. 

With numerous Woodcutb. 4s. 

GLASS. By Alexander Nesbitt. With numerous Woodcuts. 

2S. fid. 

GOLD AND SILVER SMITHS’ WORK. By John Hunger- 

FORD Pollen, M.A. With numerous Woodcuts. 2^. fid. 

TAPESTRY. By Alfred DE Champeaux. With Woodcuts. 2 s. 6d. 
BRONZES. By C. Drury E. Fortnum, F.S.A. With numerous 

Woodcuts. 2S. fid. 
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BOOA'S PUBLISHED B Y 


SOUTH KENSINGTON MUSEUM SCIENCE & ART HANDBOOKS-C<;»*»«m^ 

PLAIN WORDS ABOUT WATER. By A. H. Church, M.A. 

Oxon. With Illustrations. Sewed, 6d. 

ANIMAL PRODUCTS : their Preparation, Commercial Uses, 

and Value. By T. L. Simmonds. With Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

FOOD : Some Account of its Sources, Constituents, and Uses. 

By PROFiissoR A. H, Church, M.A. Oxon. New Edition, enlarged. 3s. 

ECONOMIC ENTOMOLOGY. By Andrew Murray, F.L.S. 

Aptrra. With Illustrations. 7s. 6d. 

JAPANESE POTTERY. Being a Native Report. With an 

Introduction and Catalogue by A. W. Franks, M.A., F.R.S., F.S.A. With 
Illustiations and Mark.s. 2s. 6d. 

HANDBOOK TO THE SPECIAL LOAN COLLECTION 

of Scientific Apparatus. 3s 

INDUSTRIAL ARTS : Historical Sketches. With Numerous 

lllustration.s. 3s, 

TEXTILE FABRICS. By the Very Rev. Daniel Rock, D.D. 

With numerous Woodcuts, 7.s. 6d. 

JONES COLLECTION IN THE SOUTH KENSINGTON 

MUSEUM. With Portrait and Woodcuts, as 6d. 

COLLEGE AND CORPORATION PLATE. A Handbook 

to the Reproductions of Silver Plate in the South Kensington Museum from 
Celebrated English Collections By Wilekko Joskph Ckipps, M.A., F.S.A, 
With lllustiatjons. as. 6d. 

IVORIES: ANCIENT AND MEDL^.VAL. By William 

Maskell. With numerous Woodcuts, as. 6U. 

ANCIENT AND MODERN FURNITURE AND WOOD- 

WORK. By John Hungerford Pouen, M.A. With numerous Woodcuts. 
2S. 6d. 

MAIOLICA. By C. Drury E. Fqrtnum, RS.A. With 

numerous Woodcuts, as. 6d. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF FOODS. With Microscopic Ulus- 

trations. By James Bifi l, Ph.D., &c., Principal of the Somerset House Laboratory. 
Part 1.— 'l ea, Coffee, Cocoa, Sugar, &c. as. 6d. 

Part 11.— Milk, Butler, Cheese, Cereals, Prepared Starches, &c. 3s. 

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS. By Carl Engel. With nu- 

nierous Woodcuts, as. 6<i 

MANUAL OF DESIGN. By Richard Redgrave, R.A. By 

Gilbert R, Redgrave. With Woodcuts, as. fid. 

PERSIAN ART. By Major R. Murdock Smith, R,E. With 

Map and Woodcuts, Second Edition, enlarged, as. 



CHAPMAN C- llAIJ, LIMlThP 


. CARLYLE’S (THOMAS) WORKS. 

THE ASHBURTON EDITION. 

New Ediiion, handsomely printed, containing all the Portraits and 
Illustrations, in Seventeen Volumes, demy 8vo, 8s each. 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION and PAST AND PRESENT. 2 voK. 
SARTOR RESARTUS ; HEROES AND HERO WORSHIP, i voL 
LIFE OF JOHN STERLING— LIFE OF SCHILLER i vo). 

L\TTER-DVY PAMPHLETS — EARLY KINGS OF NORWAY- 
ESSAV ON THE PORTRAIT OK JOHN KNOX. i vol. 

LETTERS AND SPEECHES OF OLIVER CROMWELL. 3 voK. 
HISTORY OF FREDERK'K THE GREAT. 6 vols. 

CRITICAL ANI) MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 3 vok 


LIBRARY EDITION COMPLETE. 

Handsomely pt-jntecl in 3 4 vols,, denrjy 8vo, LIB Bs. 

SARTOR RESARTUS. With a Portrait, 7s. 6d. 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. A History. 3 vok, each 9s. 
LIFE OF FREDERICK SCHILLER AND EXAMINATION 

OF HIS WORK.S. With Supplement of 1872. Portrait and Plates, 9s. 

CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. With Portrait. 

6 vols., each 9s. 

ON HEROES, HERO WORSHIP, AND THE HEROIC 

IN HISTORY. 7s. 6ci. 

PAST AND PRESENT. 9s. 

OLIVER CROMWELLS LETTERS AND SPEECHES. With 

Portraits. 5 vols., each gs, 

LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS. 9s. 

LIFE OF JOHN STERLING. With Portrait, 9s. 

HISTORY OF FREDERICK THE SECOND. 10 vols., 

each 9s. 

TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN. 3 vols., eacii 9s. 

EARLY KINGS OF NORWAY; ESSAY ON THE Por- 
traits OF JOHN KNOX; AND GENERAL INDEX. With 
Illustrations. 8vo, cloth, gs. 
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BOO ICS PUBLISHED BY 


PEOPLK^S EDITION. 


37 vols,^ mall croton 37 j.; separate vols,^ is. eacK 


SARTOR RESARTUS. With Ror- 

trait of Tliania") Carlyle. 

FRENCH REVOLUTION. A 

Ilusloi) J vols. 

OLIVER CROMWELL’S LET- 

I’ERS AND SPLKCHEb. , vok. 
With Portrait of O.iver Cromwell. 

ON HEROES AND HERO 
WORSHIP AND THE HI. ROIC 
IN lilS'lOKY. 

I'AST AND PRESENT. 

(RTTICAL AND MISCELLA- 
NEOUS E.SSAVS. 7vols. 


I THE LIFE OF SCHILLER, 

1 AND EXAMINATION OF HIS 

1 WORKS. With Portrait. 

' LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS. 
WILHELM MEISTER. 3 vols. 

' LIFE OF JOHN STERLING. 

' With PortKut. 

i HISTORY OF FREDERICK 

I 'I HE CrREA'L TO vols. 

t TRANSLATIONS FROM 
* MUS KUS,TIECK, AND RICHTER. 
1 > vols. 

■; THE EARLY ICINGS OF NOR- 
WAY ; Essa}" on the I’ortralls of Kno\. 


Ov itt 37 7)ols. in iS, 37 .^. 


CHEAP ISSUE. 

THE ]T<ENCH REVOLUTION. Complete in i vol. With Portrait. 
Cnmn fSo, zs. 

SARTOR RESARTUS, HEROES AND HERO WORSHIP, PAST 

AND PRESENT, AND CHARTISM. Com}»lote in i \ol. Ciown {?vo, .is, 
OLIVER CROMWELL’S LETTERS AND SPEECHES. Crown 8vo, 

2S. bth 

CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 2 vols. 4s. 
WILHELM MEISTER. i vol., 2.s. 

SIXPENNY EDITION. 

4 '{ 7 , saved, 

SARTOR RESARTUS. Eightieth Thousand. 

HEROES AND HERO WORSHIP. 

ESSAYS ; Borns, Johnson, Scott, The Diamond Necklace. 


7'hc above in i 7>ol.f Uothf 2s. 6d, 



CHAPMAN Cr» HALL, LIMITED, 


DICKENS’S (CHARLES) WORKS. 

ORIGINAL EDITIONS. 

In de7ny %vom 

THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD. With Illustrations 

by S. L* Fildes, and a Portrait engraved by Baker. Cloth, 7s. 6d. 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. With Forty Illustrations by Marcus 

Stone. Cloth, I is. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With Forty>three Illustrations 

by Seymour and Phiz. Cloth, Lx is. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With Forty Illustrations by Phiz. 

Cloth, Lt. is . 

SKETCHES BY “ BOZ.” With Forty Illustrations by George 

Cruikshank. Cloth, ;£i i.s. 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. With Forty Illustrations by Phiz. 

Cloth, IS. 

DOMBEY AND SON. With Forty Illustrations by Phiz. 

Cloth, Lt- is . 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. With Forty Illustrations by Phiz. 

Cloth, L^ IS. 

BLEAK HOUSE. With Forty Illustrations by Phiz. Cloth, 

jCl li- 

LITTLE DORRIT. With Forty Illustrations by Phiz. Cloth, 

Lt, is . 

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With Seventy-five Illus- 
trations by George Cattermole and II. K. Browne. A New Edition. Uniform with 
the other volumes, L^. ih. 

BARNABY RUDGE : a Tale of the Riots of ’Eighty. With 

Seventy-eight Illustrations by George Cattermole and H. K. Browne. Uniform with 
the otlier volumes, Lt^ is. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS : Containing — The Christmas Carol ; 

The Cricket on the Hearth ; The Chimes ; The Battle of Life ; The Haunted House. 
With all the original Illustrations. Cloth, 12s. 

OLIVER TWIST and TALE OF TWO CITIES. In one 

volume. Cloth, is. 

OLIVER TWIST. Separately. With Twenty-four Illustrations 

by George Cruikshank, Cloth, iis. > 

A TAI.E OF TWO CITIES. Separately. With Sixteen Ulus- 

trations by Phiz. Cloth, 9s. 

*^The remainder fif Dichenis we?€ ;/.>/ i>n<Jnnlly Lmnted m demy Szt. 



BOOKS rUBLlSHED BY 




DICKENS’S (CHARLES) Continued, 

LIBRARY EDITION. 

In post SzY?. With the Onginal TUusirations^ 30 vols^y lioth, £12. 


PICKWICK PAPERS 

43 Illustrns., 

, 2 vols. 

16 


NICHOLAS NICKLEBY 

39 M 

2 vols. 

16 


MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT 

40 

2 vols. 

16 

0 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP & REPRINTED PIECES 36 

2 vols. 

16 

0 

BARNABY RUDGE and HARD TIMES 

36 

2 vols. 

16 

0 

BLEAK HOUSE 

40 

2 vols. 

16 

0 

LTITLE DOKRIT 

40 

2 vols. 

16 

0 

DOMBEY AND SON 

38 

2 vols. 

16 

0 

DAVID copperfi?:ld 

38 

2 vols. 

16 

0 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND 

40 

2 vols. 

16 

0 

SKETCHES BY “BOZ" 

39 

I vol. 

8 

0 

OLIVER TWIST 

24 

I vol. 

8 

0 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS 

17 

I vol. 

8 

0 

A TALK OF TWO CITIES 

16 

I vol. 

8 

0 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS 

8 

I vol. 

8 

0 

PICTURES FROM n'ALY & AMERICAN NOTES 

> 8 

I vol. 

8 

0 

UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER 

8 

1 vol. 

8 

0 

CHILD’S HISTORY OF ENGLAND 

8 

I vol. 

8 

0 

EDWIN DROOD and MISCELLANIES 

12 

1 vol. 

8 

0 

CHRISTMAS STORIES from '• Household Words,’ 

&c. 14 

I vol. 

8 

0 


I '/I /(nm ivith (he atorr, ms. C>tt. 

THE LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS. By John FoRSTriR. With Illustration^. 


A NEW EDITION OF ABOVE, WITH THE ORIGINAL ILLUSTFA- 
TIONS, IN LARGE CROWN 8 vo, 30 VOLS, IN SETS ONLY. 


THE ‘^CHARLES DICKENS” EDITION. 

In Crown ^vo. In 21 voE,^ Both, wi'h Illustrations, £3 i6^. 


PICKWICK PAPERS 

... 8 Illustrations ... 

4 


MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT 

... 8 

4 


DOMBPY AND SON 

... 8 



NICHOLAS NICKLEBY 

... 8 



DAVID COPPERFIELD 

... 8 

4 

0 

BLEAK HOUSE 

... 8 

4 

0 

LITTLE DORRIT 

... 8 

4 

0 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND 

... 8 

4 

0 

BARNABY RUDGE 

... 8 

3 

6 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP 

... 8 

3 

6 

A CHILDS HISTORY OF ENGLAND 

... 4 

3 

6 

EDWIN DROOD and OTHER STORIES ... 

... 8 

3 

6 

CHRISTMAS STORIES, from “ Household Words ” 

... 8 

3 

6 

SKETCHES BY *'BOZ” 

... 8 

3 

6 

AMERICAN NOTES and REPRINTED PIECES 

... 8 

3 

6 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS 

... 8 

3 

6 

OLIVER TWIST 


3 

6 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS 

... 8 

3 

6 

TAIjE OF TWO CITIES 

... 8 

3 

0 

HARD TIMES and PICTURES FROM ITALY 

... 8 

3 

0 

UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER 

... 4 

3 

0 

Unirofm 7 vith the above. 




THE LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS. Numerous Illustrations. 2 voU. 

7 

0 

THE LETTERS OF CHARLES DICKENS 

vols. 

7 

0 
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DICKENS’S (CHARLES) WORKS. 

THE ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY EDITION. 

(WITH LIFE.) 

Complete in 32 Volumes. Demy 8vo, /os. each ; or set, £16. 

This Edition is printed on a finer paper and in a larger type than has been 
employed in any previous edition. The type has been cast espec'ially for it, and 
the page is of a size to admit of the introduction of all the original illustrations. 

No such attractive issue has been made of the lAritings of Mr. Dickens, which, 
various as have been the forms of publication adapted to the demands of an ever 
widely-increasing popularity, have never yet been worthily presented in a really 
handsome library form. 

The collection comprises all the minor writings it was Mr. Dickens’s wish to 
preserve. 

SKETCHES BY " BOZ." With 40 Illastrations by George Cruikshank. 
PICKWICK PAPERS. 2 vols. With 42 Illustrations by Phiz. 

OLIVER TWIST. With 24 Illustrations by Ouikshank. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 2 vols. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP and REPRINTED PIECES. 2 vols. With Illus- 
trations by Cattermole, &c. 

BARNABY RUDGE and HARD TIMES. 2 vols. With Illustrations by 
Cattermole, &c. 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 2 vols. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz, 
AMERICAN NOTES and PICTURES FROM ITALY. i vol. With 
8 Illustrations. 

DOMBEY AND SON. a vols. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz, 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. 2 vols. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

BLEAK HOUSE. 2 vols. W'lth 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

LITTLE DORRIT. 2 vols. With 40 Illustiations by Phiz. 

A TALE OF TWO CITIES. With 16 Illustrations by Phiz 

THE UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER. With 8 Illustrations by Marcus Stone. 

GREAT EXPE2CTATIONS. With 8 Illustrations by Marcus Stone. 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 2 vols. With 40 Illustrations by Marcus Stone. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. With 17 Illustrations by Sir Edwin Landseer, R.A.i 
Maclise, R.A., &c. &c. 

HISTORY OF ENGIAND. With 8 Illustrations by Marcus Stone. 
CHRISTMAS STORIES. (From “Household Words” and “All the Year 
Round.") With 14 Illustrations. 

EDWIN DROOD AND OTHER STORIES. With 12 Illustrations by 
S, L. Fildes. 

LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS. By John Forster. With Portraits. 2 vols. 
(Not separate.) 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


DICKENS’S (CHARLES) Continued, 

THE POPULAR LIBRARY EDITION. 

In 30 Wj., large if own %vo^ price j[fi ; separate Vols,, 4^. eae/i. 

An Edition printed on good paper, each volume containing 16 full-j)agc 
Illustrations, selected from the Household Edition, on Plate Paper. 


SKETCHES BY “BOZ.” 
PICKWICK. 2vols. 

OIAVER TWIST. 

NICHOLAS NIC KLERY. 2vols. 
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 2vols. 
DOMBEY AND SON. 2 vols. 
DAVID COPPERFl ELD. 2 vols. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 2 vols. 
CHKLSTMAS STORIES. 

BLEAK HOUSE. 2 vols. 
LITTLE DORRIT. 2 vols. 


OLD CURIOSITY SHOP and 
REPRINTED PIECES. 2 %ols. 
BARNABY RUDGE, 2 vols. 
UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER. 
GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 

TALE OF TWO CITIES. 
CHILD’S HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. 

EDWIN DROOD and MISCEL- 
LANIES. 

PICTURES FROM ITALY and 
AMERICAN NOTES. 


HOUSEHOLD EDITION. 

(WITH LIFE.) 

In 22 Volumes, Crown clolh^ £4 Ss. 6d, 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT, with 59 Illustrations, 5s. 

DAVID COPPERFIELD, with 60 Illustrations and a Portrait, 5s. 

BLEAK HOUSE, with 61 Illustrations, 5s. 

LITTLE DORRIT, with 58 Illustrations, 5s, 

PICKWICK PAPERS, with 56 lUustrations. 5s. 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND, with 58 Illustrations, 5s. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY, with 59 Illustrations, 5s. 

DOMBEY AND SON, with 61 Illustrations, 5s. 

EDWIN DROOD ; REPRINTED PIECES ; and other Stories, with 30 Illustra- 
tions, ss, 

THE LIFE OF DICKENS. By John Forster. With 40 Illustrations, 5s. 
BARNABY RUDGEi, with 46 Illustrations, 4s. 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP, with 32 Illustrations, 4s. 

CHRISTMAS STORIES, with 23 Illustrations, 4s. 

OLIVER TWIST, with 28 Illustrations, 3s. 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS, with 26 Illustrations. 3s. 

SKETCHES BY “BOZ," with 36 Illustrations. 3s. 

UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER, with 26 Illustrations, 3s. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS, with 28 Illustrations, 3s. 

TH^ HISTORY OF ENGLAND, with 15 Illustrations, 3s. 

AMERICAN NOTES and PICTURES FROM ITALY, with 18 Illustrations, 3s. 
A TALE OF TWO CITIES, with 25 Illustrations, 3s, 

HARD TIMES, with 20 Illustrations, 2s. 6d. 



CHAPMAN C-' HAJJ., LIMITEP. 


DICKENS’S (CHARLES) WORKS.— 

THE CTOWN" EDITION, 

Complete in 17 vole. Containing ALL THE OEIGINAL ILLUSTEATIONS. 

And the Letterpress is printed from Type esprcssly cast for this Edition. 

LARGE CROWN OCTAVO. 

PRICE FIVE SHILLINGS EACH. 

1. — THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With Forty-three 1 1 lustration i hj 

SEYMOUR and Pinz. 

2. -NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With Folly llUi'lrations liy I'mz. 

3. -DOMBEY AND SON. With Forty Ilhistr.itions by Fmz. 

4— DAVID COPPERFIELD. With Forty Illustrations by I’mz, 
s— SKETCHES BY “BOZ.” With Forty IllustKitions liy (Ip:o. 

Croikshank. 

6. -MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. With FoUy lllustrsitions by Phi/. 

7. -THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With sSevoniy-tivc Illustni 

tions by (iF.ORiiE CviTKRMOLE and H. K. Hrownr, 

8. —BARNABY RUDGE : a Talc of the Riots of ’Fi^lUy. Wiili ^Seventy- 

eicjJit Illustiations hy (George (’ATTKRMOi.i? anil II. K. Urowne. 

9. -OLIVER TWIST knd A TALE OF TWO CITIES. With 

Twenty- four illustiations hy Cruikshank and Si\teen hy Phiz. 

10. — BLEAK HOUSE. With I'orty Illustrations by Piuz. 

11. — LITTLE DORRIT. With Forty l)lu'^l^ations hy Phiz. 

12. — OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. With Forty Illustrations by MarcI's 

Stone 

13. — AMERICAN NOTES; PICTURES FROM ITALY; and 

A CHILD^S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. With Sixteen 
Illustrations by Marcus Stone. 

14. -CHRISTMAS BOOKS and HARD TIMES. With Illustiri 

tioiK by Landseer, Maci ise, Si’Anfirdd, Leech, Doyi f, 
F. Walker, etc. 

15. -CHRISTMAS STORIES AND OTHER STORIES, inclmlirc 

HUMPHREY’S CLOCK, With Illustrations by Dalziei. 
Chari 1.S Lrlen, Mahoney, Phiz, Cattermoil, etc. 

16. -GREAT EXPECTATIONS. UNCOMMERCIAL 

TRAVELLER. With Sixteen Illustrations hy Marcos Stone, 

17. — EDWIN DROOD and REPRINTED PIECES. With Sixteen 

Illustiations by Luke FiLUEsand F, Walker, 

Uniform with the above. 

THE LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS. By [ohn Forster. 

With Portraits and Illustrations. Will be added at the request of 
numerous Subscribers. 

THE DICKENS DICTIONARY. A Key to the Characters and 
Jhincipal Incidents in the Tales of Charles Dickens. By Gilbert 
Pierce, witli Additions by William A. Wheeler. 

THE LAZY TOUR OF TWO IDLE APPRENTICES : ' NO 
THOROUGHFARE; THE PERILS OF CERTAIN 
ENGLISH PRISONERS. By Charles Dickens and Wilkie 
Collins. With Illustrations. Grown Svo, 5s. 

These Stories arc non reprinted in complete ft>rm for the first time. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


DICKENS’S (CHARLES) WORKS.— 

THE CABINET EDITION. 

In 32 vol-. small (cap 8vo, Marble 1 ‘apcr Sides, Clolh Backs, with uncut 
edges, price Eight eenpence ejich. 

Eaih Volume contains Eight lllttsiraf ons reproduced j>om the Originals, 

In Sets only, bound in blue cloth, with cut edges, £2 8s. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. i EDWIN DROOD ; AND OTHER 

MARTIN CliUZZLKWIT, 2 vol ’. i STORIES. 

DAVID COPBERFIELD, 2 vols. * THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP, 
OLIVER TWIST. 2 voh. 

GREAT EXPE CTATIONS. A CHILD’S HISTORY OF 

NICHOLAS NICKLKHY, 2 voR ENGLAND. 

SKETCHES BY “BOZ.” DOMBEY AND SON, 2 vols. 

CHRISTMAS STORIES. A TALE OF TWO CITIES. 

THE PICKWR'K PAPERS, 2vols. LITTLE DORRIT, 2 vols. 
BARNABY RUDGE, 2 vols, ; MUTUx\L f RIEND, 2 vols. 
BLEAK HOUSE, 2 vols. , HARD TIMES. 

AMERICAN NOTES and PIC- ! UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER 
TURKS FROM ITALY. REPRINTED PIECES. 

A NEW 18SDE OF CHAm DICKENS’S WORKS. 

PkINTKD FKOM the hDlTlON THAT WAS CARHFULLY CORRECTED UY THE APTHOK 
IN 1867 AND 1868, TO BE CALLED 

THE HALF CROWN EDITION. 

The Edilioii will contain the whole of the oritjinal Illustrations, and will be campkte in 
about iS crown 8vo volumes. 

NOW READY: 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. . With 43 Illustrations by 

Seymoi'R and PiHz. 

BAKNAUY RUDGE; A Tale of the Riots of ’Eighty. With 

76 Illustrations by George Gai ihrmolf and H, K. Brownk. 

OLIVER TWIST. With 24 Illustrations by Cruikshank. 
THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With 75 Illustrations by 

George Cattermole .aiuI H. K. Bkownf.. 

DaWID COPPERFIELl). With 40 Illustrations by Phiz, 
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 
DOMBEY AND SON. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 
SKETCHES BY “ BOZ.” With 40 Illustrations by George 

Cruikshank. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. With 64 Illustrations by Landseer, 

Doyle, Maclise, Leeih, etc. 

BLEAK HOUSE. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. {Ready. 
TO BE FOLLOWED BY: 

CHRISTMAS STORIES, LITTLE DORRIT, Etc. Etc. 



CHAPMAN b‘ NALL, LIMITED. 
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DICKENS’S (CHARLES) WORKS.— 

THE PICTORIAL EDITION, 

COVrAINIKG 

UPWARDS OF N/.VE HUNDRED KNGRA VINGS. 

Complete in 17 vols. Royal 8vo, 3s. 6d. each. 


DOMBEY AND SON. With 

62 IIlu'^trAtlon'? by K Barnard 3s 6d. 

DAVID COPPERFIELL). 

With 6i Illustrations by F, Baknakd. 
3s. 6d. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 

With 59 lllu->trations by F. Bau.nard. 
3*:. 6d. 

BARNABY RUDGE. With 

46 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 3s. 6d. 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 

With3i) IlliV'itiationsb^ Charlls(1keen. 
js. fid. 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 

With 59 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 
3s. 6d. 

OLIVER TWIST and A TALE 

OF 'I'WO C ITIES. With Illustia- 
lions by J. Mahoney and F. Barnard. 

3s. 6d. : 

our mutual FRIEND.' 

With 58 Illustrations by J. Mahoney. ' 
3s. 6d. 

BLEAK HOUSE. With 61 

Illustrations by F. Barnard, ts. 6d. 

PICKWICK PAPERS. With 

37 Illustrations by Pm/. 3s. 6d. 


LITTLE DORRIT. With 58 

Illustrations by J. Mahoney. 3s. 6(1. 

great EXPECTATIONS 

it HARD TIMES. With so lllustratious 
by J. A. F K \sKR and H . F krn(.u. }s. 6 d. 

AMERICAN NOTES, ITC- 

'PUKES FROM ITALY, and A 
CHILDS HISPURVOF ENOLCND. 
With 33 Illustrations by Fkost, (iOKDon, 
‘Phomson, and Ralston, 3s. 61I. 

SKETCHES BY “BOZ” and 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. With 62 Illus- 
trations by F. Barnard, js. 6d. 

CHRISTMAS STORIES and 

UNCOM M EKCl A L TK AV E LLE R. 
With 49 Illustrations by E. G. Dalwiil. 

JS 6d. 

EDWIN DROOD, RE- 

PRIN nCD PIECES, .AND OTHER 
S'POKIES With 30 I lustrations h> 
L Fii dhs, K. O,' Dalziel, and F. 
Barnard, js. 6d 

THE LIFE OF CHARLES 

DICKENS. By John Fokmkk. With 
40 Jllusirations by F. BAKNiRO and 
others. JS. od. 


THE TWO SHILLING EDITION. 

Each Volume contains a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 2f. 

The Volumes now ready are — 

DOMBEY AND SON. BARNABY RUDtiK. 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. DAVID COPPERFlELD. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 

BLEAK HOUSE. OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 


MR. DICKENS’S READINGS. 

Fcap. 8»a, sewed. 

CHRISTMAS CAROL IN STORY OF LITTLE DOM- 
PROSE. IS. bey, is. 

CRICKET ON THE HEARTH. pQOR TRAVELLER, BOOTS 

CHLMES; A GOBLIN STORY. AT THE HOLLY -TREE 
IS. INN, and MRS. GAMP. is. 
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BOOK'^ TUB U SHED BY 


CHARLES DICKENS’S CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 
REPRINTED FROM THE ORIGINAL PLATES, 

Illustrated by John Leech, D. Macuse, R.A., R. Doyle, 

C. Stanfield, R.A., etc. 

F cap. chtky IS, each. Complete in a case^ ^s. 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL IN PROSE. 

THE CHIMES : A Goblin Story. 

THE CRICKET ON THE HEARTH: A Fairy Tale of 

Home. 

THE BATTl.E OF LIFE. A Love Story. 

THE HAUNTED MAN AND THE GHOSTS STORY. 

SIXPENNY REPRINTS of DICKENS’S WORK 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. With numerous Illustrations by 

Fkkd Hakkard. Medium 8vo. 

OLIVER TWIST. With 28 Illustrations by J. Maiionk\. 

Medium 8vo. 

READINGS FROM the WORKS ok CHARLES DICKENS. 

As selected and read by himself and now j)iiblished for tlu* first time. Illustrated. 

a CHRISTMAS CAROL, .\nd THE HAUNTED MAN. 

Illustrated. 

THE CHIMES: A Goumn Story, and THE CRICKET 
ON THE HEARTH. Illustrated. 

THE B.ATTLK OF T-IFE : A Lovjs Story, HUNTED 
DOWN, AND A HOITD.W ROMANCE. Illustrated. 

SCIENCE and" ART, 

AND TECHNICAL EDUCATION. 

a .Journal for iTracliers anil Stulirntg. 

TJie Offtchi! Organ of the and Art Teachers' Association. 

Edited ijy John Mill*-', 

MONTHLY. THREEPENCE; POST FREE, FOURPENCE. 

The Journtil cont.tins eonliibutions h\ dislingubbed men; shoit papers by pioniineni 
teachers; leadinj* ardcU s ; c(irres]»oiident e : ansveei to rpu-aiions ‘•et at the M:iy Fxainiiia 
tions of the Science and .Ml ntp.aumcnt; and inieicsiing neui. in connection with the 
bciculiltc and aiiisiic xtoild. 

PRIZE COMPETITION. 

With each issue of the Journal, papers or drawing> are oflered for Prl7e Competition, 
extendinir ovei the lan'^c of subjects of tJie .Suenee' ami Art l)cp.artmeut and City and 
Guilds of l.ondon Insiitutt,. 

TJieie arc ihousand.s of Science and Art .Schools and Classes in the United Kingdom, 
but the teachers coniifcled uith these iiiNiiiutiom^, alihougli engaged in the advancement 
of identical objects, arc sehbmt known to er.eh other except through per-^onal friendshij). 
One object of the Journal is to enable those eng.aged in this common work to com- 
municate upon stibiects of im]Kjrt.uice, xvtth a view to an interchange of ideas, and the 
establishment of unity of action in the vaiiou^ centies. 


TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 

OMB YEAR’S SUBSCRIPTION (faclndi&g po$tage) .. it. Od. 

half „ „ „ 2i. Od. 

SINGLE COPY „ „ 4d. 
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Worh pnblished at Three Shillings & Siipenceeach. 

IN LOW RELIEF: A liohemian 1 ranscript. H> Mo itLr.Y Roman's, Crown 8 vo. 

CROSS CURRENTS: A Novel. By Mary A. Dickens. New Edition in one 
volume. 

SUSPECTED. By Louisa Stratenus. 

A (URL DIPLOMATIST: a Novel. By Mabel E. Wotton. 
AUSl’KALIAN LIKE. P.y Francis Adams. 

ITIE SECREl' OF 'PHE PRIN(JESS: a TaU* of Country, t'ainp, Court, 
Convict, and Cloister Life in Russia. By Mrs. Sutherland Edwards. 

BEYOND I'HE SEAS; being thesurpnsing Adventuies and ingenious Opinions 
of Ralph, Lord St. KeynCj told by his kinsman, Humphrey St. Kcyne. By Oswald 
Crawfuud. Second Edition. 

I'HE S'rORY OF HELIiIN DAVENANT. By Violet Fane. 

A DEPUTY PROVIDENCE. By Henry Murray. 

MV “ H \NSOM " LAYS: Original Verses, Imitations, and Paraphrases. By 

W. Dl£ATTY*KlNGSrON. 

SPORT: Fox Hunting, Salmon Fishing, Covert Shooting, Deer vStalking, By 
the late W, Bromley Davenport, M.P. With Illustrations by (Blvekal Ckha- 
LOCK, C.B. 

l.OG-BOOK OF A FISIIERMVN AND ZOOLOCHST. ByKRVNK Buck- 
LANo, With Illustrations. Fifth Thousand. 

THE HABITS OF 'Ll IE SALMON. By Major I'raiierne. 

BRITISH SPORTING FISHES. By John Watson. 

ENGLAND: ITS PEOPLE. POTJTY, AND PURSUITS. By T. 11. S. 
Esco I'T, N ew and Revised Edition. 

JESUS CHRIST; GOD; AND GOD AND MAN. fonfercnces delivered 
at Noire Dame in Paris, By P?re I^aiORdaire. Seventh Thousand. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY YOU'ni. By Ernest Renan. d'lansUicd 

from the Fienoh and revised by Madame Rknan, Second Edition. 

HUMAN ORIGINS: EVIDFINCE FROM HISTORY AND S( IKNc'E. 

By Samuel Laing. Witlt* Ilhi^JtratitHKK Tenth 'I'hou sand. 

PROBLEMS OF THE FUTURE AND ESSAYS. By Samuel I.mno. 
nth Thousand. 

MODERN SCIENCE AND MODERN THOUGHT. By Samui.L T.ainc. 
Fourteenth Thousand, 

.'\ MODERN ZOROASTRIAN. By Samuel Laing. Sixth Thoiu and. 

THE SCIENCE OF LANGUAGE: LINGUISITC'S, PHILOLOGY, and 
ETYMOLOGY. By Abbl Hovklacque. With Maps. 

SOCIOLOGY. Based upon Ethnology. By Die CTiarlus I.f/iournuau. 
iUOLOGY. By Dr. CnARLE.s Letournkau. With 83 Illustrations, 
PHILOSOITIY, Historical and Critical. By Andrk T.kfevrk. 

ANTHROP(3LOGY. By Dr. Paul Topinard. Witli a iTeface by ProfessciR 
Paul Brck a. With 49 Illustrations. 

-^:STHETrcs. By Eugene Vekon. 

ANIMAL PRODUCTS: Their Preparation, Commercial Uses, and Value. By 
T. L. SiMMoNnjJ. With Illustrations, 

ECONOMIC ENTOMOLOGY. By Andrew Murray, F.L,S. Aptera* 
With Illustrations. 
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THE FORT NIGH TLY REVIEW. 

'pHE ‘FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW is published on the ist of 

every month, and a Volume is completed every Six Months. 

follorv'nj^ are amon^ the Contributors ’ — 


ADMIRAL LORD ALCESTER. 
GRANT ALLEN. 

SIR RUTHERFORD ALCOCK. 
AUTHOR OF ^'GREATER BRITAIN.* 
PROFESSOR BAIN. 

SIR SAMUEL BARER. 

PROFESSOR BEESLY. 

PAUL BOURGET. 

BARON GEORGE VON BUNSEN. 
DR. BRIDGES. 

HON. GF.ORGE C. BRODRICK. 
JAMES BRYCE, M.P. 

THOMAS BURT, M.P. 

SIR GEORGE CAMPBETX, M.P. 

THE EARL OF CARNARVON. 
EMILIO CAST EL A R. 

RT. HON. J. CHAMBERLAIN, M.P. 
PROFESSOR SIDNEY COLVIN. 

THE EARL COMPTON. 

MONTAGUE COOKSON, Q.C.* 

L. H. COURTNEY, M P. 

G. H. DARWIN. 

SIR GEORGE W. DASENT. 
PROFESSOR A. V. DICEY. 
PROFE.SSOR DOWDEN. 

RT, HON. M. E. GRANT DUFF. 
RIGHT HON. H FAWCETT, M.P. 
ARCHDEACON FARRAR. 

EDWARD A. FREEMAN. 

J. A. FROUDK. 

MRS. GARRET- ANDERSON. 

J. W. L. GLAISHER, F.R.S. 

SIR J. E. GORST, Q.C., M.P. 
EDMUND GOSSF.. 

THOMAS HARE. 

FREDERIC HARRISON. 

ADMIRAL SIR G. P. HfUiNBY. 
LORD HOUGHTON. 

PROFESSOR HUXLEY. 

PROFESSOR R. C. JEBB. 

ANDREW LANG. 

E. B. LANIN. 

EMILE DE LAVELEYE. 

T. E. CLIFFE LESLIE. 

W S. LILLY, 

MARQUIS OF LORNE. 

PIERRE TotI. 


SIR JOHN LUBBOCK, Bart., M.P. 
THE EAR I. OF LYTTON. 

SIR H. S. MAINE 
W. H \T\IJ.O('K. 

CARDIN XL MANNJNCL 
DR. MAUDSLKY. 

PROFESSOR MAX MULLER. 

gkor(;e mjcrkdi'th 

R T. HON.Ci OSBORNE MORCJAN, 
Q.C., M.P. 

PROFES.SOR HENRY MORLEY. 
RT. DON. JOHN MORLEY, M.P. 
Wn.I.IAM MORRIS 
PROFESSOR H. N. MOSELEY. 

F. W. H. MYERS. 

F. XV. NFAVMAN. 

PROFESSOR JOHN NICHOL. 

W. G. PALO RAVE. 

WALTER IL PATER 
RT. HON. LYON PLAYFAIR, M.P. 
SIR HENRY POTTINGER, Bakt. 
PROFESSOR J. R. SEELEY. 
LORD SHERBROOKE. 
PROFESSOR SIDGWICK. 
HERBERT SPENCER. 

M JULES SIMON. 

(Doctor L’Acaoemie Francaise). 
HON. E. L. STANLEY, 

SIR J. FITZ JAMES STEPHEN, Q.< \ 
LESLIE STEPHEN. 

J. HUTCHISON STIRLING. 

A. C. SWINBURNE. 

DR. VON SYBEL. 

J. A. SVMONDS. 

SIR THOMAS SYMONDS. 

(At-imiral of the Flef.t). 

THE REV. EDWARD F. TALBOl 
(Warden of Kkrle College). 

SIR RICHARD TEMPLE, Bart 
HON. LIONEL A. TOLLEMACHE. 
COUNT LEO TOLSTOI. 

H. D. TRAILL. 

PROFESSOR TYNDALL. 

ALFRED RUSSELL WALLACE, 
A. J. WILSON. 

GEN. VISCOUNT WOLSELEY. 


lERRE LOTI. 1 THE EDITOR. 

FTC., LTC., etc. 

Tub Fortnightly Review U puhUshed at zs. 6J, 

CHATMVN & HALL, LIMITED, u, HENRIETTA STREET, 
COVENT GARDEN, \V.C 


CHARLES DICKENS AND EVANS, IHINTTRS, CRVST \L P.\L\CE TRESS. 






